-j 


— FAIRE ve NE Er ies . "hs 


1 1 of all the Celebrated 188 1 


SINQLTES;. 
'DESCRIPT Rs 


5 . i ; F 2 - 
- FS S f " 2 : K 
FE oli 85 1 A 8 E: 


=. ?PA55AG 

1 SOLILOQIIES, 
® E 5, AND O T HER 

.: POE TICAL BEAU TI ES 

p = .- TH E 


ENGLISH PLAYS 


ANCIENT and „ 


Continued down to the preſent Laan, 1 _ 


** EA Ds in ALPHABETICAL - 
oi 2g with the uus of ihe Px. ars aud > 


their n Ps ? 11 refer'd to. 


Y 2 Aer 
= - 3 . 
£ 2 Mella Ls ceo - — GEORG*: k 


Weed for, and ford ty ” 1 CHANDLER: at « the 
Ship juit without Tezp/e Bar, and at their Sh F & * 
"York, and Scarborough: C. Cormerry, at th ors © 

| Head againſt St. Dunſtau's Church, and E. 1 
at the Seven Stars againſt Chancery Lane, 5 it 

| free MDS CXXXVII. 3 


ir * 
— "I 
99 
2 CA 
© » hn ” 4 


* 


T is allowed by all who 


S& underſtand our Language, 
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tba we not only equal 
but ſurpaſs all Nations in drama 


ric Poetry, and that our Trage 
dies excell thoſe of other Countries + 


both in Majeſty of Style and in va- 


riety of Iucidents. 
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15 P. R E E. A G: E. 
The following Sheets, which J at 


ft collected together only as = 


Satrsfaftion to my own private Cu- 
 rroſtty, contain in them a Collecti- 
on of the moſt celebrated Paſſages, 


beautiful Soliloguies, and juſteſt 


Smilies that could be extrafted 


from the whole Body of Engin 
Plays. 

As the. collecting them ns an 
agreeable, tho laborious Amuſement 


to me, I hope the Reader will re- 
ſletde much Pleaſure and Iuſtructi- 
on, as he will here find at one View 
the beautiful Thoughts of our greateſt 
Poets on ibein ſeveral Subjefts rang- 
ed alphabetically under all the Paſ- 


frons and Accidents of Life. 


Thaſe Authors, who have 8 
20 attempted Works of this kind, 


have blended WN all kinds of 
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PR E F A dE. 
Poetry Very confuſed, but the ful. | 
 lowmg are confin'd within whe 
Bounds of the tragic Muſe, and 
contain many thor, ſand Lines on the 
ſeveral Topicks, more than are to 
be met with in any other Author. © 
receide no little P leaſure in 
perſuading my ſelſ, that young 
Gentlemen may by attenitvely pei- 
iſing this Work, occaſionally im- 
Hhrode ſome of thoſe excellent Hints 
they will here meet with, and avoid 
that common Error of maling uſe 
of S1milies, which have been worn 
Threadbare by a-Succe[ſinn of Au- 
thors thoueh poorly aiguis d. 
In Order further to make this 
Pleat as poſſible, we 
have ' conſulted all de late Tra- 
gedies that have been introduced to 
the' — 70 rhe preſent Tear, 
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from — 1 have collected the 
moſt beamiful entiments(whichare | 
in ub other Work) and have omit- 

ted nothing to make this the moſt 
compleat f the: Kind, only er- 
trattmg the ſeveral: Beauties 
without the Blemiſhes, in Confor- 
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1 An Alphabetical LI 8 T of he el 
_ . Heaps in this Worx, with Refe- 
rences to each other, whereby all the 
Beauties in our beſt Dramatic Writers 


may — be found. 
Bawd 
Beauty. 
Bees 
Beggar. 
Birds. 
: _ Blefling. 
Ambition. Blindneſs. 
Angel. = | . Bluſh. 5 
„ Boar. a 
Apothecary.  _ „„ 
| Applauſe. See Popular. Bower. | 
> Arbitrary Power. Brave. 3 
Armour. : ._» Bribery.” Yo 
N Aſpick. 7 „„ 15 
Alſtoniſhment. See Con- Buſineſs. nfs 
YZ ſternation. „ 1 
Atheiſt. „ 
7 i =: - Camp, 
Anne. „ 
317 Aver ſian. _ Charnel Houſe.” 
Augur. 5 _ Chaſte. 
Aurora. See Morning. Children. 
Pad News. City Cliff. Clouds. See 
— . Mothing-. 5 
Battle. OD Cock. | ; 
| | Combar. 


Deformity. 
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Combat. .. Defart. 
I. See 1 mprecati- Deluge. See ene 
P Di. 
1 0 3h | Devotion. 
Compaſſion. _ Diſguiſe. 
Concealment. Diſappointment in Love. 
Conceit. Diſſembler. 1 
Conjuration. Diſſimulation. 
Conqueſt. Diſtraction. 
Conſcience. Doubt. 3 
Conflict. Dreams. | 
Conſpiracy. Drinking. 
Conſtancy. See Incon- Drowning. 
2 - - », Dungeon. 
Conſternation. See Aſto- Dying. X06 #4 
niſhment. Dying of old the 
| Content. Eagle. . 
Country Houſe. See Re- Eclipſe. 
tirement. Elder Brother. 
Courage. EE _ Eloquence, 
Court and Courtiers Embrace. 
Courtſhip. Emperor and Empire. 
Cowar See Greatnels. - | 
Cuckold. _ Enjoyment. SeeFalſhood, . 
Curſe. See Rival. Enthuſiaſm. 
Cuſtom. Entry. 8 
Damnation. Error 
Danger. „ 
Darkneſs. See Wretch Eunuch. : 
Caſſius. Example. 
Dauntleſs. Exiſtence. 705 
Dead. E yes. 7 
Death. See Fears. „ Faries. . 
Deer. _ F alſe "IRE 4 
WO ky | Fallhood. See See Eier, 
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Table e of Heads. 


ment. See Imprecati- 
on. See Inconſtancy. 
Fame. - 
Famine. 
Fancy. 
Fate. 
Fear. See Death. 
Females. 
Fight. 
Flattery. 
Fawning. 
Flight. 
Flood. 
Flowers. 
Fondneſs. 
Fool. 
Fortitude. 5 
Fortune. See Fate. Fool. 
Voiciſſitude. : 
Friend. 
Friendſhip. 
Proteſtation of Friend. 
ſhip. 
Froſt. See Greatneſs. 
Frown. 
Forgiveneſs. 
Future State. 
Futurity. 
__ Ghoſt, 
Gold. 
- Grave. 
Greatneſs. 4 
Greatneſs and Power. 
See Scorn. See Empe 


See wat” 


See Fear. 


gp | 


ror and Empire. See 


Viciſſitudes. 


Good Name. See Rom: 


Happineſs. 


Hatred. 5 


Heart. 

1 5 17 
oneſty. 

Honour. 


Hope. See ee 
Horrour. | 
Hounds. ; | 
Hurricane. See Deſerts. 
uſband and Wife. 


Jealouſy. See Revenge. 


Imprecations. See 
hood. See Rival. 


| Ingratitude. 


Innocence 
Intereſt. 
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8. 
Kiſſes and . 
Lamb. 


Lamentations. 


Lady at Prayers. 
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7 able of Heads. 
_ - Miſery. 


Lady's Picture. 

Lark. 

Law and Lawyer. 
Liberty. " 

Life. 

Lightning. 

Lion. 

Looks. 
Loquacious. 

Love. Vol. . 
Lover and Miſtreſs. 
Love. Vol 2. 
Falling in Love. 
In Love with an Enemy. 
Proteſtations of Love. 


. „ 
Memory 
"ahi 
Mercy. 
Merit. 
Mermaid. 
Mirth. 
Miſchief. 

_ Miſer. 


_ Modeſty 


Moon. 


Necromancer. 


Nun. 


Ornament. 
Pain. 


Miſt. 
Miſtreſs. 
Mob. 


Monaſtic Life. 


Morning. 
Morrow. 
Mountebank. 
Murder. 

Self Murder. 


Muſick. 
Name. 


Night. FL, 1 
Nightingale. 1 
Nobllity. Er Ti *. 
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Obedience. 5 

Obſtinate. . 

Old Age. 

Omens. 

Opportunity. See Viel. 
Rede. 

Oracle. 


Paraſite. 
Pardon. 


| Reaſon. 


| Regicide. 
12 
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Paſſions. 
Patience. 
Peace. 
Penance. 
Phyſician. 


iy. 4 


Plague. 
Player. 
Pleaſure. 
Plot. 
Poiſon. 
Populace. 
Popular. 
Poverty. 


Prayer. 


Predeſtination. 
Self- preſervation. 
Prieſt. See Reaſon. 
Priſon. _ 
Prodigies. 
Prophet. 


Providence. 


Complaints of provi- 
dence. 

Puniſhment. 

Rack. 

Rage. 

Rape. 

Raving. 1 

See Prieſt. 

Rebellion. 

Reconcilement. 


9 


Ship. 


Repentance. TOUR] 
Reputation. | ; 
Retirement. See Chas 
try Houſe. 

Retreat. 


Revenge. See Jealouſy 
Rival. See Curſe. See im- 
precation. 


Sailing 

Scorn. See GreatneG 
and Power. | 

Scull, 


Secrets. 1 


_ © Sedition. 


Self-Murder. 
Shame, 
Shepherd. 


Sickncſs. 
Sigh. e 
Sight. | _ 
Silence. tet 
Sin. Fas mw . 3 4 
Siren. „ 
Slander. 


Sleep. 
Smile. 


Soldier, - 
Solitude. bop 
Soul. 


Sorrow. 


Speaking. 
Sphinx. 
Spirits. 


dag. 


Sun. 


Suppoſition. See Hope. 
Surprize. 

Suſpicion. 

Sweet. 

Swimming. 

Swooning. 

Tears. 


Thanks. 


Thoughts. 
Threatning. 
Thunder. 


ie. 


Timon's Curſe 
Title. | 
Toil. 

Tomb. 


Tongue. 


Traitor. 
Treachery. 


Treaſon. 


Tree. 
Triumph. 


Truſt. 


Turtle. | 8 
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Tyranny. 
Vale. 
Vice. 
Viciſſitudes of For ortune. 
See Greatneſs. 
viciſſitude. See Oportu- 
_ 
Victory. 
Villain. 
Vine. 
Virtue. 
Virginity. 
Voice. 
Upbraidin 
Ulurper. 1 
Want. 
War. 
Weeping. 
Welcome. 
Wife. 
Wind. 
Wudom. 
Withes. 
Witch. 
Woman Good 
Woman Bad. 
Woing. 
Wor ds. oe 
World. 


-- "Wounds. 
Wretch. See Want. 


Wretched. 
Youth. 
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9 OUR Moons already I have 881 * En: 
Z And with repeated, Prayers invok'd His * 
Name; 8 
Suns or deaf, or fearful of c our F ates, __ 
; Shuns the fad Triumph of his. conque- _ - 
ring Eyes. SGSeavell's Sir Wa. a - 


THEN Sun, drive on, drive on in full Career, | 
And let thy Fiery Courſers fleet as Winds, 
Guide the immortal Chariot round the Sphere £ 
With more than common, with a Lover's Speed, 

For that bleſt Hour ſhall both our Joys agen 2 
Make mine as happy as thy own is great. 
When you retiring to your Yeti“ Charms, © 
Revel in Love and wanton in her Arms; Le 
* 1 B 


\ 
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> 
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Elſe who could bear it? 


= 


Ihen bleſt Ameyda ſhall behold her Lord, ei 
Whom ſhe ſo long hath lov'd, ſo long ador'd. Beck. Scipio. 
Tuis cloſe Confinement pains me le, 
Than Separation from my much lov'd Lord, 1250 
Were I with him in narrower Bounds impriſon'd, 
Impriſonment it ſelf wou'd pleaſe; but ſincte 

His charming Converſation is deny'd me, 

I like the Melancholly Nightingale, 


Shut in a Cage and widow'd from her Lover, 


Shall languiſh, droop, and pine my ſelf to death. 


Trap Abram. 


In my Lucia's Abſence ]. 


Life hangs upon me, and becomes a Burden ; | 


And yet when I behold that charming Maid, 
I am ten times more undone, while Hope, and Fear, 


And Graef and Rage, and- Love riſe up at once, 
And with Variety of Pain diſtract me. Add. Cato. 


IT was not kind, 


*  Toleave me like a Turtle, here alone, 


Iv droop and mourn the Abſence of my Mate. 


When thou art from me, ev'ry Place is defart, 
And I, methinks, am favage and forlorn. 
Thy Preſence only tis can make me bleſſed, 


my unquiet Mind, and tune my Soul. Olav. Orph. 
\N1GnT muſt involve the World till ſhe appear; | 
The Flowers in painted Meadows hang their Heads ; 


I be Birds awake not to their Morning Songs; 
Nor early Hinds renew their conſtant Labour: 

_ Evn 8 to ſlumber till her Call, 1 3 

Regardleſs of th Approach of any other Day. Rowe's Uly. 

= E Winps wenn thro' the Ha ma ſhort Dea, ; 

Ad Fountains o'er their Pebbles chid your Stay: | 

- Bat with your Preſence cheer'd, they ceaſe to mourn, 


And Walks wear freſher Green at your Return. 
Taz Joys of Meeting pay the Pangs of Abſence; 
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tte EnGLisH STAGE, 3 
] When thy.lov'd Sight ſhall bleſs my Eyes again, 

Then will I own I ought not to complain, 4 

Since that one Hour is worth whole Years of Pain, 

Rowe's Tam. 

I CHaRGE thee, Pine not, but haſte to bleſs me: 
Think with what eager Hopes, what Rage, I burn; 

For ev'ry tedious Minute how I mourn : 6; 
Think how I call thee cruel for thy Stay, 

And break my n with Grief for thy unkind Delay. 


Rowe's LDH. 
FLy = ye Hours, you meaſure Time for me in 


Till 55 * back Leonidas again. 
Be ſwifter now, and to redeem that "RA 
When he and I are met, be twice as long. 
Dryd. Mar. 3 
Love reckons Hours for Months, and Days for Years; 
Andevy'ry little Abſence is an Age. Dryd. Amph. 
Tu tedious Hours move heavily away, 
And each long Minute ſeems a lazy Day. A 
Otav. Cai. Mar. 


On Love! how ſwiftly thy Hours fly away 
When we are bleſs'd ? How tedious are thy Minutes 
When eruel Abſence parts two longing Lover? 

CarreÞs Perj. 2 
On! can you think that Death is half ſo dreadful, | 
As tis for me to live, and live without thee. Fs 
| Smith's Phed. and . 8 
| Lies of it ſelf will go, now thou art gone; | 
Like Flies in Winter, when _ loſe the Sun. | 
| | Dryd. Cong. of Gran. 
Sne's gone, and I like my own Ghoſt appear; 


It is not living when ſhe is not here. Bid. 
Wiruovr her Preſence all my Joys are vain; V 

Empire a Curſe, and Life it ſelf a Pain. Bits ' +? 
Wirn thee to live is Paradiſe alone, 3 


X « Without the Pleaſure of thy Sight is none. Dry. St. FR 5 ö 
8 = * N 2 | Wuap 1 


0 Bravrirs of 
War ſhall I do? Oh! howalmeam TI! 
4 walk, methinks, as if half of me were loſt. 
| Omv. Cai. Mar. 
| Mr Eyes are robb'd of what they lov'd to ſee ; 

My Ears * the dear Words they us hear; 

My longing Arms of the Embrace they covet. 

Forgive me, Heaven, if when I theſe enjoy, 

So perfect is the Happineſs I find, 

That my Soul l feels no Ambition 

To dach theſe humble Reels, and fit aboye. | 

Roch. 7, alent. 
Every Moment 

Tm from thy Sight, the Heart within my Boſom 

Moans like a tender Infant in its Cradle, | 


Whoſe Nurſe had left it. | Otav. Ven. Pref. 


 MomenrTs to abſent Lovers tedious grow : f 
Tis not OE Time, but how the Mind does go. - 


Seal. Ant. and Chap. 


| Abbes alone can make our Sorrows leſs; 
Aan not to ſee wo we can ne er Towels. In Ind. Emp. 
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ADVICE. 


% Wy EN Things goill, each Fool 38 to adviſe, 
And if more happy, thinks himſelf more wiſe ; | 
Alt wretchedly deplore the preſent State, 

Foy: that Advice 1 eems you which comes too late. 


r ADULTERY. 


All. Women will deny: ; 
What have we for your Truth, but your bare Words 
The ſubtle Path is trodden without Print; I 
Not the Faſt 1 en to be traced for Truth. 


Seal. Ant. and aun 
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And get my Bread by poiſoning 5 firm N 


4 


If but in Thought conſenting to 


the ENGLISH gar. 9 
Tux Stain of Violation is upon thee, i TR 


The ruddy Spot freſh ardent on thy Face: 
Thy Cheeks are burning with the Adult'rer's Mark ; 


His Print is on thy Lips ; thy melted Eyes 


Yet glow with languiſh'd Luſtre. „„ 


JusT reeking from my Arms | O thou Adultreſs ! 
Whoſe Name to mention, ſure, would rot my Lungs, | 
And bliſter up my Tongue! Infatiate Sila 
Bark? thou for more ? 'Then let the Furies ſeize thee, 
Whoſe burning Luſt damns to the loweſt Hell, 
Smokes to the Heavens, and ſullies all the Stars. 

Had the not fallen thus, Oh! ten thouſand Worlds 

Could ne er have ballanced her; for Heaven is in * | 

And Joys which I muſt never dream of more. 4 
Tes Ceof. Bor 

T wouLy chuſe to ſcramble at a Door; ; 
Make my loath'd Meals out of the common Baſket, 
With Dungeon Villains; wallow in the Stews, 


E'er paſs an Hour with her I have f 1 

e | 1 f Bid... of 
Trov art as honeſfſt Pc 

As Summer Flies are in the Shambles, <7 

That quicken even witk blowing. O O thou Weed! | 

Wha art ſo lovely ay Falk, and look'ſt fo ſweet, © 

'That the Senſe thee! 1 

Was this fair Paper, this not 


goodly Book, 
Made to write Whore upon? © thou publick — 


I fhou'd make very Forges of thy Cheeks, 


That would to Cinders burn up Modeſty, 


Did I but ſpeak thy Deeds. ; 
Heav'n ſtops the Noſe at it, and the Moon 2 gs 
The bawdy Wind, that kiſſes all it meets, 


Is huſh'd Wichin the hollow Mine of Earth, 


And will not hear it. 13 EC Qld. 


Ou you have done an AQ, 


Ii blots the Face and Bluſh of Modeſtyz : 
Calls. Virtue Hypocrite, takes off the Roſe 
_. B 3 From 


vw 
_ 


r 5 , di .. 
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A new Repaſt, or an untaſted 8 
| ms es, and thinks it Tanary 
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From the fair Forehead of an innocent Love, 
And makes a Bliſter there; makes marriage Vows 
As falſe as Dicers Oaths. O ſuch a Deed! > 
Heaven's Face doth glow at it. 

Yea, this Solidity, and compound Ma, 

With triſtful Viſage, as againſt the Doo 


Is thought Sick at the Att. . 


dF F RO N 78. 
Youno Men ſoon givez and ſoon forget Affronts: 


Old Age is flow in bo. Ali C. 


Ir wounds indeed, 
To bear Affronts, too great to be forgiven, 


And not have Power to puniſh. . $p. moe. 
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x 
Bop the cat, = 

n 3 OT, 

In queſt of Prey, and lives upon his Bow : 

Coarſe are his Meals, the Fortune of the Chaſe z 

Amidſt the running Stream he ſlakes his Thirſt ;. 

Toils all the Day, and at th' Approach of Night, 

On the firſt friendly TX he GD don, 


Or refts his . 


Then riſes freſh, purſues his wonted Game; 
And if the following Day he chance to find 


| ALP s. So #, 
"MI where the Alps their airy Ri e extend, 


| Gently at firſt the melting Snows def . 
From — broad Sloap, with murm 5 Lipl hey gle a 


„ rae 3 
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the ENGLISH-STAGE. 7 
But lower fall'n Streams with each other croſt, 
From Rock to Rock impetuouſly are toſt, 
Till in the Rhone's capacious Bed they're lot 
United there roll rapid! y mf, | 


And roaring reach o'er ru Rocks the Sea. 


Frowd's ” Fall of Sag. 4 
8 1 


5 


To weild the Sword, to ſtrain the twanging Yew, 
'To laſh the foaming Steeds, and drive the Car 
With rapid Wheels, o'er mangled Carcaſſes, | | 
Theſe are Amazonian Virtues Frowd's Fall 27 * 


_AMBITION. 


AmB1TION never was my view, 
Tho Glory, ftill has been my great purſuit: 
I would by noble Actions in her Service, 
Deſerve the utmoſt Honours of my Country, 
Nor higher do my Thoughts affect to riſe. 
© Froad's Fall rr 
KL Tis a common Proof, 
That Lowlineſs i is young Ambitions Ladder, ; 
Whereto the Climber upwards turns his Face ; 
But when he once obtains the utmoſt round, 
He op unto the LW turns his Back, 
Looks in the Clouds, ſcorning the baſe Degrees, 
Buy which he did aſcend. Shakef. Jab. cap 
| Wuar Pity tis, 
That I had not your Birth, or you my Soul ; 
A Prince without Ambition oh 
O monſtrous Contradiction! how it ſounds ! Trap; ; Abram. 
Ver true Renownis {till with Virtue join'd, | 
But. Luſt of Power lets looſe th' unbridled Mind. 
Dad. Aurex. 
Tus Blaſt which his ambitious Spirit ſwell * 
See. by how weak a Tenure i * held. Lid. 
4 3 Ir 


FI «rob age 


" hy ; 


Dy 255 Sin fell the Angels. How can Man then, 5 


1 
=, 


8 De BeAUTIEsS of + 
+ Ir Glory was a Bait that Angels ſwallow d, 


| How then * Souls allay d to Senſe reſiſt it. 


Dryd. Secret Love. 
Auron, is like Love i impatient 


| Both of Delays and Rivals. Denb. Scphy. 


AMZE1T1ON is ata Diſtance - 


Ky goodly Proſpect, tempting to the View ; 


The Height delights us, and the Mountain Top 
Looks beautiful, becauſe tis nigh to Heaven: 
But we ne'er-think how fandy's the Foundation, 


What Ste rms will batter, and what Tempeſts make us. 


Ota. Ven. Pref. 
A on the DeGreof a8hve Souls, 5 


That puſhes them beyond the Bounds of Nature, 


Ant elevate3 the Hero to the Gods. Robe Aub. a. 
O ENS Or divine of great Ambition ! | 
That can inform the Souls of beardleſs Boys, 


And ripen 'em to Men in ſpite of Nature. Bid. © 


AmBIT108's never ſafe, till Power be paſt ; 
As Men, till i W are ſeldom chaſte. 
Seal. Ant. and chr. 
_Awn1TION is the Dropſy of the Soul, | 
7 noe Thirſt we muſt not yield to, but conitroul. Bid. 
Amup1T1oN's like a circle on the Water, | 


| Which never ceaſes to. enlarge it ſelf, + 
Till by broad ry it diſperſe to Nought. 


>, Shakef. Hen. VI. 
ApniTiOn' 1 (Toft that's never quench'd, 7 
Grows more enflam'd, and madder by Enjoyment. 
Otau. Cai. Mar. 


Wu + will not cel Ambition work 1 in Woman 4 


Ambition firſt taught Angels to rebel; 


Ambition made Eve fall : And ſure, my Fj 2 \ 


Fever Woman could refift, *twas he; 


Who knew no Power to with, but was her own. | 
Hills E ſrid. 
Flix away 8 


the ENGLISH STAGE 9g 


The Image of his Maker, hope to win it?: 
gs wit Shakeſ. Hen, VIII. 
Wuar is Ambition but defire of Greatneſs ? 4 
And what is Greatneſs but Extent of Power ? 
But Luſt of Power's a Dropſy of the Mind, 
Whoſe Thirſt encreaſes while we drink to quench it, 
Till ſwoll'n and ftretched by the repeated Draught, 5 
We burſt and periſh. Hig, Gen. Cong. 
- AMB1T10N is an Idol, on whoſe Wings | 
Great Minds are carry d only to Extreams 3 [LS 
. To be ſublimely great, or to be nothing” Son. Loy. Br. 
Aufrion, the Diſeaſe of Virtue, bred | 
Like Surfeits, from an undigeſted Fulneſs, | 
Meets Death in that which is the Means of Life. . 
A | | 1 Soph. 
AmMsB1TIon, like a Torrent, ne'er looks back; 
It is a Swelling, and the laſt Affection 
A high Mind can put off. It is a Rebel 
Both to the Soul and Reaſon, and enforces 
All Laws, all Conſcience ; treads upon Religion, ; 
And offers Violence to Nature's ſelf  Tobn/. Catal 
- ArLREavy Cæſar has ravaged me Oh 
More than half the Globe ; and ſees _ 
Mankind grown thin by his deſtruQtive Sword. 
Should he go further, Numbers would be wanting 
To form new Battels, and ſupport his Crimes. 
Ve Gods! what Havock does Ambition make . 
Among your Works?! 2 Lad. Cate: 


. 


wi ANGEL 
From the bright Empire of eternal Day, = 
Where waiting Minds for Heaven's Commiſion ſtay, _ 


Amariel flies: A darted Mandate cane ; 
From'that great Will which moves harps: | 
| | Dogs: Iyr. Leus- 
So Angels, when they ſtoop to mortal Sight, 
us with Awe, yetraviſh with Delight. Lees Ners. 
wr Ys) MorTals 


s „ * B 3 


4 


10 We BEAUTIES of 
MoRrTALSs in Sight of Angels mute become: 
The nobler Nature ſtrikes th' inferior Dumb. 
| Es Dryd. Aurens. 
ANGER. 5 


On! Caſtus, you are yoked with a Man, 1 
1 That carries Anger as the Flint bears Fire, - 
bi Who much enforced ſhews a haſty Spark, . 
"ny And ftraight is cold again. * Shakeſ. Ful. Ceſar. 
Can he be angry? I have ſeen the Cannon | 
When it hath blown his Ranks into.the Air, 
And like the Devil from his very Arm, 
Puft his own Brother; and can he be angry? 
Something of Moment then.  Shakef. Othel, RX 
Axe like Madneſs is appeaſed by Reſt. 1 
5 12 Howard's Ind. Queen. 1 
My Heart ſwells at him, and my Breath grows ſhort : ö 
But whether Fear or Anger choa ks it up, I 
J cannot tell. | | Dad. Riv. Lad 
.  FrowninG he went; „ A 
His Eyes like Meteors roll'd, then darted down 
Their red and angry Beams ; as if his Sight | 
Would, like the raging Dog-Star, ſcorch the Earth, 
And kindle Rivers in its Courſe. Cong. M. Bride. 
On ! do not look ſo terribly upon me 
How your Lips ſhake, and all your Face diforder'd ! 
| Ota. Ven. Pre/. 
Wir fiery Eyes, and with contracted Brows, «3 
He coin'd his Face in the ſevereſt Stamp, - i 
And Fury ſhook his Fabrick like an Earthquake. TY 
He heav'd for Vent, and burſt, like bellowing tna, 
In Sounds ſcarce human. A Dryd. All for Love. 
On! I burn inward; my Blood's all o fire: 5 
Alcides, when the poiſon'd Shirt ſate cloſeſt, . 
Had but an Ague Fit to this my Fever.  Dryd. Ocuip. 
A Arx is like , [8 
A full- hot Horſe : Allow him but his Way, yr, . 
Selt-Mettle tires him. Sybaleſ. Hen. VIII. 
; Tux 
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the Ex dL Is H STAGE: 11 
Tux is a fatal Fury in your Viſage, 


It blazes fierce, and menaces 
"Monat Fair Pen. | 


A P OTH ECARY. 


I do remember an A 

In tatter'd Weeds, with overwhelmin Brows, 

Culling of Simples: Meagre were his Looks ;: 

Sharp Miſery had worn him to the Bones; 

And in his needy Shop a Tortoiſe hung, 

An Alligator ſtufPa, and other Skins 

— ill-ſhap d Fiſhes ; and about his Shelves 
beggarly Accompt of empty Boxes, 

82 earthen Pots, Rladders and muſty Seeds, 


Remnants of Packthread ; and old Cakes of Roſes, 


Were thinly ſcatter'd, to make up a Shew. 
Shale Rom. and ad 


1 Us E. See PoruULan:. 


Cays Hands and Tongues applaud it to the Skies. 
| * Ham. 
Such a noiſe aroſe a 


As the Shrowds make at Sea in a ſtiff Tem 
As loud and to as many Tunes, Hats, Cloa 
Doublets, I think flew up, and had their Faces. | 


Been looſe, nn . 
Shake Hen, vii 


ARBITRARY PO ER. 


Wuar alas 2 Rule, Ee — | 5 
He's far the greater and t 3 2 
Whoſe Power is bounded by coerceive Laws, 0 
Since while they Limit they preſerve his 8 7 
rap's 1 
2 6 No 
N 


12 The BEAUTIES of 


No Government can e er be ſafe that's founded 
On Luſt, on Murder, and deſpotick Power. 
"Tis not in lawleſs Strength, to turn and manage 
'This cumbrous and unweildy Bulk of Empire, 
Which like the reſtleſs Sea {till works and toſſes, 
Vex'd with continual Change and Revolution. : 
Hou few of my unhappy Succeſſors 
Will ſcape my Fate? Even while we keep the Throne, 
. \ We fear thoſe Subjects Threats on whom we frown, 
Infringe their Liberty, and loſe our own; 
And hourly prove by arbitrary ſway, 
That he's the greateſt Slave, Hows none but Slaves 15 5 
7 


ARMOUR 


| Hs s Arms might well Zoot him, | 
The Milk-white Plume that nodded on his Helmet, 
And Roman — that adorn'd his Shield. 


1 


: | We LCoMe thou kind Deceiver, 
Thou beſt of Thieves! who with an eaſy Key 
Doſt open Life, and E by us, 
Evin ſteal us from our ſelves : Diſcharging fo 
Death's dreadful Office better than himſelf, 
Touching our Limbs ſo gently into Slumber, 
That Death ſtands by deceiv'd oy: = own Image, 
And thinks himſcif but Sleep. Dna. All I for Love. 


ASTO NISHME NT. See 1 


Tax looks —— more than ſpeak, my Son is dead. 


Freuds Fall of Sag. | 


I wwno bake had-crimſon'd 
My Arms with Blood of Rebels; I who moved 


Frowd's Fall of Sag. 


W 


the ENGLISH STAGE. 13 
With Whirlwind's Swiftneſs ſtill on every Side, 
And toſt like Leaves the weightieſt Foes about me, 
Now ſtood as if Gorgonian Charms had fix d me. 
3 _ Your Sword | | 
Fell from your Hand, your mighty Spirit left you, 
And as fome famous Piece of antick Work 
When the ſunk Props and waſted Beams decay 
Staggers and nods before the Ruin comes, „ neg 
So way'd your royal Fabrick e'er it fell, Lee's Mith. 
| Tux deſpairing Looks ++; ++ 
Have told me all the tragick Tale already. Trap's Abram. 
75 Mx Soul runs back, | 
The Words of Reaſon roll into their Spring. . 
: Lee's D. of Guiſe, : 
I couvLD a Tale unfold, whoſe lighteſt Word | 
Wou'd harrow up thy Soul, freeze thy young Blood, 
Make thy two Eyes, like Stars, ſtart from their Spheres, 


o 


= 


Thy knotty and combined Locks to part, 
And each particular Hair to ſtand on End, 
Like Quills upon the fretful Porcupine. Shakef. Ham, 
„ 4: + CLMBPARE to hear | | 
A Story that ſhall turn thee into Stone. £28 
Could there be hewn a monſtrous Gap.in Nature, 
A Flaw made thro” the Centre by ſome God, 
Thro' which the Groans of Ghoſts might ſtrike thy Ears, 
They would not wound thee as this Story will. Lee's Oed. 
ok Mx Heart ſinks in me, | > 
And every ſlacken'd Fibre drops its Hold, | 
Like Nature letting down the Springs of Life. * 
pe 2 | Dryd. Sp. Fryar. 
Nor the laſt Sounding could ſurpriſe me —.— N 
That ſummons drowſy Mortals to their Dooms; 
When call'd in haſte, they fumble for their Limbs, 
And tremble, unprovided for their Charge. F 
Ir drives my Soul back to her inmoſt = _ 8 
And freezes ev ry ſtiff ning Limb to Marble. 
ä Rowwe's Ubits. 
Irs Tris 


2 


. 


14 The BEAUTIES of 


THr1s is a Sight that like the Gorgon's Head, 
Runs thro*' my Limbs, and ſtiffens me to ſtone. 
He bluſhes, and would ſpeak, and wants a Voice; 


And ſtares, and gapes, like a forbidden Ghoſt. Dryd. Cleom.. 


Wrar means that gaſtly Look:? : | 
Haſt thou the Furies ſeen? Why ſtand'ſt thou ſpeechleſs? 


What means that deep-fetch'd Groan? Why does Deſpair - 
Stare thro' thy Haggard Eyes. Den. Iphig. . 


Tu x late dreadful Tale 
Had rais'd ſuch various Furies in my Soul, 
As left me impotent of Thought or Speech. 
: | Den. Liberty Af. 
Fix'p in Aſtoniſhment I gaze upon thee, 
Like one juſt blaited by a Stroke from Heaven, 
Who pants for Breath, and ſtiffens yet alive, 


In dreadful Looks, a Monument of Wrath! Aud. Cato. 


O my Heart pants, and every Nerve is ſhaken ;- 
Upon my Forehead fits a Damp like Death : 
My Blood runs cold; I feel the Channel freeze, 5 
Scarce will my trembling Limbs ſupport my Weight; 


But ſhake like Cowards on a Day of Battle. Lan/. H. Love. 


. 


"Wren Prejudice and ftrong Averſions work, 
All whoſe Opinions we diſlike are Atheiſts. 
Now tis a Term of Art a Bug-bear Word, 
The Villains Engine, and the Vulgar's Terror, 
The Man who thinks and judges for himſelf, 
Unſway d by aged Follies reverend Errors 
Grown holy by traditionary Dullneſs, 

Of School Authority, he is an Atheiſt. 
The Man who hating idle noiſe preſerves. 
A pure Religion ſeated in his Soul, 

He is a filent dumb diſſembling Atheift. 


Seave /I Sir Walt. Nanu. 


ATTE MN 


the ExGILISEH STAGE, 15 


ATTENTION. 
Tux Air grows, ſenſible - 
Of the great Things you utter, and is calm, 


The hurry'd Orbs with Storms ſo rack'd of late, 
Seem to ſtand ſtill as Zove himſelf were talking. 


Ded. Oed. 
As I lliſtened to thee, 
The happy Hours paſſed by us unperceived, 
So was my Soul fix d to the ſoft Enchantment. 
Row's Tamerl. 
My Soul is wrapt in dreadful Expectation, 
And liſtens to thee, as if Fate were ſpeaking. 
0 Ap. Firg. 
PL. lie and liften here as reverently | 
As to an Angel. If I breathe too loud, 
Tell me, for I would be as ſtill as Night, 
Beaum. King and no King. 
STILL as a Statue, lo! _ 
I ſtand; nor ſhall the Wind preſume to blow: 
Speak, andit ſhall be Night; not one ſhall dare 
I 0 ſigh, tho' on a Rack he tortured were; 
N 7. hr his Soul whiſper a dying Prayer. Lee'sSoph. 
4 On! I will hearken like a doating Mother, | 
To hear her Children praiſed by flattering Tongues. 
Howard's D. of Lerme. 
Wren he ſpeaks, the Air 
A charter'd Libertine, is ſtill, 2 
And the mute Wonder lurketh i in Mens Ears, 
To ſteal his ſweet and honey d Sentences. Shake/. Hen. V. 
Su xx tis the Calm of Nature: 
So huſtrd a Silence, as if all the Gods 
IE Os and liſten'd to what we were ſaying. 
Lee s L.F. Brut. 


of * 


4 VAR ICE. 
2 


* 


= 
16 - Tho. „avis, of | 


AVARICE. 


Can nothing tha content that greedy Tartar, 
But trading with the Purchaſe of thy Virtue, 
Damn'd Avarice, curſed deſtructive Avarice, 
Thou everlaſting Foe to Love and Honour: 

What will not this vile Merchant turn to Traffick, 
If Chaſtity it ſelf be ſet to ſale, 
And Innocence and Virtue cannot "ſcape him ? 


Trap s Abram, . 


AVERSION. 
Lzap me cer Bones, and Skulls, and möälding Earth 
Of human Bodies; for I'll mix with them: 
Or wind me in the Shrowd of ſome pale Corſe, 
Vet green in Earth, rather than be the Bride 
Of Garcia's more deteſted _ Cong. M. Bride. 
As well the noble Savage of the Field 
dees tamely couple with the fearful Ewe; 
ers ingender with the fearful Deer; 
wii muddy Boars defile the cleanly Ermine ; 
| Or Vultures ſort with Doves; as I with thee. 
| Lee's Mithrid, 
No! were we join n'd, cs the” it were in Death, 
Our Bodies burning in one Fun'ral Pile, 
The Prodigy of Thebes would be renewed, 
And my divided Flames NO break from thine. 


Dryd. Don bc © 


4UGCU-R 


Tat Gag NATE who reads every Page 
Of ſecret Fate, and knows the Hearts of Gods. 


Lanſ. Her. Lime 


So ME Frantick Augur has difturbed the Skies: 
Some Victim wants a Heart, or Crow flies wn: 


a 
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Your Birds of Knowledge, that in Ye „„ 

Chatter Futurity ? | Te Oed 
AURORA. See Morning. 

Thus when her Son on Phrygian Plains lay dead, 1 


Wo 
3 


the. ENGLISH STAGE. 7 
Shall I go publiſh Hector dares not fight, | N 
Becauſe a Madman dream'd he talk d with Jove? 
What could the God ſee in a brainſick Prieſt, 
THO he ſhould ſooner talk with him than me? 
| Ded. Troil. and Caf. . 

Now, Dotard; now, thou blind ol Wizard Prophet! 

Where are your boding Ghoſts, your Altars now, : 


In humid Clouds Aurora veil'd her Head; 

Her roſy Cheeks thro' the dim Cryſtal glow 

With fainter Colours, and confeſs her Woe, 

Sadly her radiant Eyes the Tears adorn, 

Yet! in the TE Dew, more ſweetly roſe the Morn. 
Frowd's Fall. s Sep- 4 


4 AD NE WS. 


MEEK him, whilſt I go meet 7 $98 
Ihe noble Brutus, thruſting this Report | 
Into his Ears, I may ſay thruſting it; 
For piercing Steel and Darts inyenom'd, 
8 75 Shall be as welcome to the Ears of Brutus, 
As Tidings of this Sight. | =; 
 Shakef. Jul. cer. E 
Becavse I knew 'twas harſh, I would not telC 


Py 8 
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All at once, but by Degrees and Glimpſes „ 


I let it in, leſt it might ruſh upon you, 

And quite o erpower your Sor !: In this, I Sie 

I ſhew'd a Friend. Your Paxt muſt follow 9 
2 Which 


| | But born obſcure, and ſo more like 2 God? 


18 The BEAUTIES of }z 
Which is to curb your Choler, tame your Grief, | 
And bear it like a Man.  Shakef. Troil. and Craft 5 
I BRING you, Brother, moſt unwelcome News 

But ſince of Force you are to hear it told, 

I thought a Friend and Brother beſt might tell it: 

Therefore, before I ſpeak, arm well your Mind, 

And think y' are to touch'd ev'n to the Quick ; 
2 So * for Ill, you may be leſs 

to hear the Worſt. | Did. 


BASTARD. 


Way ſhould dull Law rule Nature, who firſt made 
That Law, by which herſelf is now betray'd? 
F'er Man's Corruptions made him wretched, he 
Was born moſt noble, who was born moſt fee: 
Each of himſelf was Lord, and unconfin'd, 
Obey'd the Dictates of his Godlike Mind. 

Law was an Innovation brought in fince, 
When Fools began to love Obedience, 

And call'd their Slavery Safety and Defence. 
| Why ſhould it be a Stain then on my Blood, 
Becauſe I came not in the common Road, 


Ota. Don. Car. 
He's a Baſtard! Got in a Fit of Nature! 5 


She ſhook him from her Nerves in a Convulſion; 
His Father ftamp'd the Bullion in a Heat, 
And taking from the Mint the fiery Oar, 
His Image bleſs'd, and cry'd, it is my own. 
Vet more! A Prieſt begot him; and 'tis tho 2 
That Earth is more obliged to Prieſts for Bod 4 
Tban Heaven for Souls. Nay, and a young Prieſt too! 6 
Perhaps in the Embraces of a Nun, - 
Who ray: Lite to claſp the haſty Joy. Lee's Geof. Ae 2B 
Trovu Nature, art my Goddeſs; to thy Law 4 
My Services are bound: Wherefore ſhould I 1 
TH 1 in the Plague of Cuſtom, and permit 8 9 


the ENGLISH STAGE. 19 


The Curioſity of Nations to deprive me, 

KFor that I am ſome twelve or Moonſhines 

Lag of a Brother? Why Baſtard ? Wherefore Baſe? 
When my Dimenſions are as well compact, 

My Mind as generous, and my Shape as true, 

As honeſt Madam's Ifſue. Why brand they us 

With Baſe, with Baſeneſs, and with Baſtardy ; 

Who in the luſty Stealth of Nature take 

More Compoſition, and fierce Quality, 

Than does within a dull, ſtale, tired Bed, 

So to the creating a whole Tribe of Fops, _ . 

7 Got between Sleep and Waking? Shake/. K. Lear. 

4 BATTLE. 

1 Warn my fierce Courſer with a Javelin ſtung, 

2X Firſt rear'd in Air, then tearing with a Bound | 

Ihe trembling Earth, plung'd deep amidſt the Foe, 

And now a thouſand Deaths from every Side Os 

HFad but one Mark, and on my Buckler rung 

37 Thro' the throng Legions; like a Tempeſt ruſh'd 

his Friend o'er gaſping Heros rolling Steeds,  _ 

And dans mo from f Pate, Heng Buftris. 

Tais Battle fares, like to the Morning's War, 

When dying Clouds contend with growing Light; 

Now ſways it this Way like a mighty Sea, 

Forc'd to retire by Fury of the Wind. 

Here on this Mole-Hill will I fit me down, 

Io whom God will, there be the Victor: 

For Margaret my Queen, and Clifford too, 45 

HFave chid me from the Battle: Swearing both, 

9 They proſper beſt of all when I am thence. Shake/. Hen. VT. 


B AW D. 


3 Cunxs on that formal ſteady Villain's Face. 
Juſt fo do all Bawds look: Nay, Bawds they ſay, 
4 | Can pray upon Occaſion, talk of Heaven, 1 
23 | urn 


= Able to melt the moſt benum'd of Hearts : ; 
With kindling Warmth, and thaw it into Softneſs. 


* 


20 Mae BEAUTIES of 
Turn up their goggling ELyc- balls, rail at Vice, = 
Diſſemble, lie, and preach like any Prieſt. Ozxv. Orph. NY 

WELL, firſt or laſt, all Women muſt be won; = 
It is their Fate, and cannot be withſtood; | 
The wife do ſtill comply with Fleſh and Blood: 
Or if, thro? peeviſh Honour, Nature fail, | 
They do but ole their Thanks, Art will prevail. 

| Roch. Valenti. 7 


i 4 


Ht, 7 Ho 8D 


BEAUTY. Þ 
A Beavry ripe as Harveſt, ; 
Whoſe Skin is whiter than Swan all over, 5 
Than Silver, Snow or Lillies; A ſoft Lip, | Y - 
Wov'd., tempt you to Eternity of kiſſing, | N 
And Fleſh that melteth in the Touch to blood. 
Bright as your Gold, and lovely as your Gold 
All her looks are ſweet = = 
As the firſt Grapes or Cherries. B. Jobnſons Vol 
Fun is eg eh Fam d . 
That I who many Years have dealt in Beautyz | 7. 
And had gi faireſt Females from all Parte: 
ä 
. mach Variety of foreign Charms, 1 
A Virgin half f lovely. oy ed. os 
She is all Perfection, and tho born 
In a cold frozen Clime O erſpread with Ice, 
And driving Snow (which if campar'd with her, 
Loſes its Whiteneſs) yet her Eyes dart Fire, 


wy = "Eb Taps Abram. 
"WHETHER you bluſh, or weep, or ſmile, or frown, 
You always Charm, nor can you coin your Face 
To an unpleaſing Shape. 1 Trap's Abram. 
Sure never were there Charms like thine, on which 
The Fate of this great Monarci A e ee 52 MAS; | 
Let dull * foretel the Doom of | 


. 4 ” 
Id 
wh 
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' To paint a Form fo perfect and divine? 


the ENGLISH STAGE. 21 


Of Kingdoms, from the Stars, and with their Schemes 
And Calculations, cheat the giddy Crowd: 

3 More ruling is the Aſpect of thy Beauty, 

Than that of thoſe bright Orbs, to States and Empires; 
More fatal Influence flaſhes from thy Eyes, 

Than all thoſe glitterin 'g Balls that phe the Skies. Bid. 


He A Beauties glow'd upon my Mind 
And ſparkled in each Thought. Fug 5s ufiris, 
WHAT tender Force, what Dignity divine, 
What Virtue conſecrating every Feature; 
Around that Neck what Droſs are Gold and Pearl! 


| Young? s Baris. 


BRAUrTx is chin fortunate when 
A vaſt Eftate, but overcharg'd with Debt. Dh Hereng. 
ALL Hearts alike, all Faces cannot move, 
There is a ſecret Sympathy in Love. 
The powerful Loadſtone cannot move a Straw, 
No more than Jet the trembling Needle draw. 


: 77; 1'z: Bal top and Cl, 
| Bravry has Donne | 3 


| And can no more to every Heart be fo, ; £1 ail 
Than any Coin thro every Land can go. Dryd. Tyr. Love 


*F1s not a Set of Features, or Complexion, 
The Tincture of a Skin, that I admire: 
Beauty ſoon grows familiar to the Lover, I 
Fades in his Eye, and palls upon the Senſe. Aud. Cars. 
Hap you leſs beauteous been, you ad known leſs Care: 
Ladies are happieſt moderately fair. Ether. Love in a Tub. 
Wirn this Reward, the great Reward of Beauty, 


1 The batter'd Soldier crowns his glorious Labours, AL 


And ſoftens all the rugged Toils of War. 


Beaum. Ponducas 
wu, ar Images ſhall Eloquence prepare 


Others by ſlow Degrees advance in Love, — 
And Step by Step, and leiſurely get Ground: 2 44 
We article with Judgment e'er we yield, 4 
Reaſon * oft, where Fancy's Fonßd. 


She 
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She ſeizes Hearts, not waiting for Conſent, + | 
Like ſudden Death, that ſnatches unprepar'd; ' 
Like Fire from Heaven, ſcarce ſeen ſo ſoon as felt: F 
All other Beauties ſeem inferior Stars, | 
At her Appearance vaniſhing apace ; 7 
Whene'er ſhe mounts they bh Lanſ. Her. Love. | 

| On ſhe is the Boaſt, 7 
The lovely chance-work Maſter- piece of Nature; 3 
Who bluſ'd to ſee what her own Hands had made, b 


As if, miſtaking Moulds, ſhe unawares 

Had caſt Semandra in a Form Divine. | Lee's Mith. 

= O sRkE is all Perfection! 

All that the blooming Earth could ſend forth fair; 

All that the gawdy Heavens could drop down glorious. 

5 | . 

Bur Theodofrus comes! Hide, hide thy Charms: 

If to his clouded Eyes ſuch Day ſhould break, 

The royal Vouth, who doats to Death for Love, | 

I fear would forfeit all his Vows to Heaven, 

And fix upon the World, thy World of Beauty. HDid- 
For endleſs Joys are in that Heaven of Love, I 

A thoufand Cupids dance upon her Smiles; 

Voung bathing Angels, wanton in her Eyes, 

Melt in her Looks, and pant upon her Breaſts: 
Each Word is — as a Weſtern Breeze, 


That fans the Infant Boſom of the Spring; I 
And every Sigh more roſy than the Morn. = 


Meet ready Victory where'er they glance: , 

Whom gazing Crowds admire, whom Nations court: 
One who could change the Worſhip of all Climates, | W 
And makea new Religion where'er ſhe comes, 1 


Unite the differing Faith of all the World, 1 
To idolize her Face. Dryd. Love Triumph. © | 
HE A Eyes, her Lips, her Cheeks, her Shapes, her JF : 


Features 
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Himſelf in Love. 
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Seem to be drawn by Love's own Hand; by Love 
oe” Did. 

| „„ Tx 

When Hellen paſſes thro' the crowded Streets, 


| Who curg'd her out of Sight, ſtrait bleſs'd aloud, 


And cry'd, ſhe's worth the War: Who would not ſight, 
Tho' ſure to die, to ſave ſuch wondrous Beauty? 

So when the fair Chruſeis comes in View, 

Her Beauty reconciles the moſt enraged ; 

The Sick, who know they periſh for her Sake, 

Crawl from their 'Tents to gaze upon her Face, 

And, looking on her, feel Returns of Strength. 

Soldiers and Captains ſwarm in Crowds about her; 
All with loud Cries approve the General's Love, 

And with one Voice conſent to their own Ruin. 


To loſe the Sight, ſeems what they fear 


More than the Loſs of Life or Victory. Lanſ. Her. Lowe. 
SHE was her Sex's Pride: . 

Nor think my Tongue too laviſh, if I ſpeak her, 

Fair as the Fame of Virtue, and yet chaſte 

As its cold Precepts, wiſe beyond her Sex, 

And blooming Vouth ſoft as forgiving Mercy, 


: 1 * 


Vet greatly brave, and jealous for her Honour. | 
Rowe's Tamerlane. 
SaHx's outward! | | 
All that betwitches Senſe, all that entices : 
Nor is it in our Virtue to uncharm it. Beaum. Capt. 
BeauTy, like Ice, our Footing does betray ; 

Who can tread ſure on the ſmooth ſlippery Way? 

Pleas'd with the Paſſage, we glide ſwiftly on, % 

And ſee the Dangers which we cannot ſhun. Dryd. Auren. 
4 BeauTy! thou art a fair, but fading Flower; 
The tender Prey of ev'ry coming Hour. 2 


1 In Youth, thou, Comet like, art gaz d upon; 
FBut art portentous to thy ſelf alone: 5 

Z Unpuniit'd thou to few wer't ever given, | 
Nor art a Blefling, but a Mark from Heay'n. 


| 0 . 
ak 
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Is ſhe not as harmleſs as the Turtles of the Woods? 

Fair as the Summer-Beauty of the Field? 

As op'ning Flowers untainted yet with Winds? 

The ons of Nature, and the Joy of Senſe? | 

Ota. Cai. Mar. 

© THE Bloom of op'ning Flowers, unſullied Beauty, 

2 and ſweeteſt Innocence ſhe wears, 

And looks like N ature in the MAS firſt Spring. 


Roave's Tam. 


Is ſhe not more than Painting can \ expreſs, 
Or e Poets fancy when they love. 
6 Rowe's Fair Pen. 
A TLAvISsR Planet reign'd when ſhe was born, | 
And made her of ſuch kindred B to Heav'n, | 
She ſeems more Heav'n's than . Dryd. Oed. 
Is ſhe not brighter than a Sumer s Morn, | 
When all the Heav'n is ftreak'd with dapple Fires, 
And fleek d with Bluſhes like a riff d Maid. * 


Ir that be ſhe who yorider penſive comes, 
She ſeems ſome bright Inhabitant of Heav'n, 
Shot with a falling Star from yond bright Region, 
To light the World below. Hills Effrid. 
Manx her majeſtick Fabrick ! She's a Temple 
Sacred by Birth, and built by Hands divine : 
Her Souls the Deity that lodges there; 


Nor is the Pile unworthy of the God. Dig. Don Seb. 


On ſhe has Beauty might enſnare 

A Conqueror's Soul, and make him leave ks Crown 
At random , to be ſcuffled for by Slaves! my 

; Ota. Cai. Mar. 
On ſhe has We chat might ſhake the Leagues 

Of mighty Kings, and ſet the World at Odds! Ozev. Ob. 
No | beauteous Bloſſom of the fragrant Spring, | 


2. Tho' the fair Child of Nature newly born, 
Caan be ſo lovely. Otav. cb. 
Nor purple Violets in the early Spring, | 
Such graceful Sweets, ſuch tender Beauties bring; 35 


The 
C3 : e 


Lee's D. of Guiſe.. 


LOU I ²¼—ALlKͤ¶ 


1 3 6 n 


S 


the ENGLISH STAGE, 
Phe orient Bluſh' which does her Cheeks adorn, 
Makes Coral pale, vies with the roſy Morn. 
Cupid has ta'en a Surfert from her Eyes, _ 
Wheneer ſhe fmiles, in lambent Fire he fries, 
And when ſhe weeps, diſſolv'd in Pearls, he dies. 


BenorD her ſtretch'd upon a flow'ry Bank, 
With her ſoft Sorrows lult'd into a Slumber: 
The Summer's Heat had to her nat'ral Bluſh 
Added a brighter and more tempting Red: 

The Beauties of her Neck, and naked Breaſts, 
Lifted by inward Starts, did riſe and fall, 
With Motion that might put a Soul in Statues: 
The matchleſs Whiteneſs of her folded Arms, 
That ſeem'd t embrace the Body whence they grew, 
Fix'd me to gaze o'er all that Field of Love. 
While to my raviſt'd Eyes officious Winds, 


29 


- Lee's Vero. 


Waving her Robes, diſplay d ſuch well-turmd Limbs, . 


As Artiſts would im'poliſt'd Marble give 
The wanton Goddeſs, when ſupinely laid, 


She charms her Gallant God to new Enjoyment, _ 
7 Lee's Mith. 
Bur oh! what Thought can paint that fair Perfection? 


Not Sea born Venus, in the Courts beneath, 


When the green Nymphs firſt Kiſs d her Coral Lips, 


All poliſn'd fair, and waſn'd with orient Beauty, 
Could in my dazzling Fancy match her Brightneſs. 
Her Legs, her Arms, her Hands, her Neck, her 
So nicely ſhap'd, ſo matchleſs in their Luſtre, 
Such all Perfection, that I took whole Draughts 


Of killing Love, and ever ſince have languiſhed 


With ing ring Surfcits of her fatal Beauty. Lee, Thee 


Her Gally down the Silver Cyduos row'd, 


TT 
" The f » 5, 
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oY 


d. 


The Tackling Silk, the Streamers wav'd with Gold 2 


\ 


The gentle Winds were lodg'd in purple Sails: 


Her Nymphs, like Nereide, round her Couch were plac'd, 


Where ſhe, another Sea-born Venus, lay. 
She lay, and lean'd her Cheek upon her Hand, 


And 


— 
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And caſt a Look fo languiſhingly ſweet, 

As if ſecure of all Beholders Hearts, 

Neglecting ſhe could take them. Boys like Capids, 

Stood fanning, with their painted Wings, the Winds 

That play'd about her Face. But if ſhe ſmil'd, 

A darting Glory ſeem'd to blaze abroad, 

That Mens defiring Eyes were never weary'd, 

But hung upon the Object. To ſoft Flutes - 

The Silver Oars kept 'Time: And while they play'd, 

The Hearing gave new Pleaſure to the Sight, l 

And r Thought. *Twas Heav'n, or ſomewhat | 
more ; 

For ſhe ſo charm'd all Hearts, that gazing Crowds 

Stood panting on the Shore, and wanted Breath — | 

To give their welcome Voice. Dryd. All for Ker. | 
ER Eyes have Power beyond Thefſulian Charms, 

To draw the Moon from Heay'n. For Eloquence, 

The Sea-green Syrens taught her Voice their Flattery ; 

And while ſhe ſpeaks, Night ſteals upon the Day, Ci 

Unmark'd of* thoſe that hear. Then ſhe's ſo charmi ing, | 
buds at Sight of her, and ſwells to Youth : 1 

15 holy Prieſts gaze on her when ſhe ſmiles, 


And with heav'd eb forgetting Gravity, X 
They bleſs her wanton Eyes. Ev'n I who hate "YH 
With a malignant Joy behold ſuch Beauty, 1 
And, while * ſe, deſire it. Lid. 

Her ity's Charms alone, without her Crown, | 


Prom Ind Meroe drew the diſtant Vows 


Of ſighing Kings, and at her Feet were laid 
The Sceptres of the Earth, expos d on Heaps, : 
To chuſe where ſhe wou'd reign. Bid. 

_ Her Beauty hangs upon the Cheek of Night, F 
Like a rich Jewel in an Ethicp's Ear. 

Beauty! too rich for Uſe, for Earth too dear. 

- So ſhews a ſnowy Dove, trooping with Crows, 


1 vonder Lady o'er her Fellow ſhows. 
| Shak. Rom, and Fl 
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War art thou, Beauty! 
Whoſe Charm makes Senſe and Valour grow as tame 


As a blind Turtle. Fenton s Mariamne. 


Mariamne with ſuperior Charms 
Triumphs o'er Reaſon; in her Look ſhe bears | 
A Paradiſe of eyer-blooming Sweets. FA 
Fair as the firſt Idea Beauty prints 
On the young Lover's Soul: A winnin Grace | 
Guides every Geſture, and obſequious L 
Attends on all her Steps: For Majeſty, 
Streams from her Eye to each Beholder's Heart, _ 
And checks the Tranſport which her Charms inſpire, Bid. 


BEES. 


Iuacinz'to thy ſelf a ſwarm of Bees 
Driy'n to their Hive, by ſome impending Storm, 
Which at its little Port in cluſtring Heaps, 


And climbing ore each others Backs they enter. 


F. roma: ＋ Fall f Sage 

So work the Honey- 
Creatures that, by Rule in Nature, wack 
The Art of Order to a Is Kingdom. 
'They have a King, and Officers of Sorts: 
Where ſome, like Magiſtrates, correct at home; 
Others, like Merchants, venture trade abroad; 
Others, like Soldiers, armed in their Ships, 
Make Boot upon the Summers Velvet Buds, 
Which Pillage they with merry March bring home 
Jo the Tent Royal of their Emperor; 
Who (buſied in his Majeſty) ſurveys 
The ſinging Maſon building Roofs of Gold; 
The civil Gitizen kneading up the Honey; 


The poor mechanick Porters, crowding in 

Their heavy Burdens at his narrow Gates; 

The ſad-ey d Juſtice, with his ſurly ww. | 

Delivering o'er to Executors pale 

g F Tia e | Shakeſ. Hen. V. 
mY GS BEGGAR. 
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TY BEGG AR. 
To rather wander thro' the World a Beggar, 
And live on ſordid Scraps at proud Mens ſurly Doors. 
be derte kg. Ota. Orpb. 
W:Lz you then quite caſt off your poor Lavinia, 
And turn me like a vagrant, out of Doors, _— 
'To wander up and down the Streets of Rome, 
And beg my Bread with Sorrow? Can I bear 
The proud and hard Revilings of a Slave, 
Fat with his Maſter's Plenty, when I aſk 
A little Pity for my pinching Wants ? 
Shall I endure the Cold, wet, windy Ni ghts, 
Jo ſeek a Shelter under dropping Eves ? 
A Porch my Bed, a Threſhold for my Pillow, 
Shiv'ring and ftarv'd for want of Warmth and Food, 
Swell'd with my Sighs, and almoſt choak'd with Tears? 
Muſt I at the uncharitable Gates 1 | 
Of proud great Men implore Relief in vain ? | 
| „ Ota. Cai. Mar. 
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'BIRD'S 


Txvs when the big impending Clouds appear, 

And ſtruggling Winds proclaim ſome Tempeſt near, 

The trembling Birds, the coming Danger fly, 

And ſeek for Sheiter from the lowering Sky; 

In wild Confuſion and Affright divide, _ 

The mournful Mate is ſever d from his Bride; 

But when the Gloom is clear'd, the Storm o're paſt, - 

Each ſeeks his Conſort, with impatient Haſte; | 

Grieves till ſhe's found, when found the joyful Pair, 

With warbling Tranſports charm the liſtning Air. | 

| | 15 1 265 Bec. Scipio. Le 

Tux watchful Birds, impatient for the Morning, An 

Already, hark! begin to call . 

; ith Notes, like Trumpets ſounding a Retreat. Pai 
OTAS © 9 _ Hoph. Pyrrh. 
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SpcurE and free they paſs their harmleſs Hours, i 
Gay as the Birds that revel in the Grove, 
And ſing the Morning uß. Late ß Loy. Gen. 
So to th' appointed Grove the feather d Pai: 
Fly chirping on, unwatchful of the Snare; 11. 
Purſuing Love, and wing'd with am'rous Thought, 
The wanton Couple in one Toil ate caughtz ©, 
In the ſame Cage in mournful Notes complain 
Of the ſame Fate, and curſe perfidious Man. 5 
| %% TITER OTTYS, 
When the Deſtroyer has been out for Prey, —_ 
The ſcatter d Lovers of the feather'd Kind. 
Seeking, when Dangers paſt, to meet again, 
Make Moan, and all by ſuch 1 5 approach, my 
Till joining thus, they bill, and ſpread their Wings, _ 
Murm'ring Love and Joy, their Fears are over. Oraww.Orph. 


Bib, 8 Fea » 


_ Bexoryd my Arm thus blaſted dry and wither'd, 
Like ſome untimely Product of the Seaſons, - -— 
Robb'd of its Properties and Strength of Office. 
| S) Richd. III. 


RRwA RD him for the noble Deeds, juft Heavens : 


For this one Action guard him and diſtingniſn him 


With fignal Mercies, and with great Deliverance, 

Save him from Wrong, Adverfity and Same. 

Let never- fading Honours flouriſn round him, 

And conſecrate his Name ev'n to Time's End : _ 

Let him know nothing elſe but Good on Earth, ö; 

And everlatting Rlefieinefs efeihter"**- Ras! J. Shore... 
Hear me, bounteous Heaven! © © 

Pour down your Bleſſings on this beauteous Head. 


30 The BEAUTIES of " ; 
Where everlaſting Sweets are always ſpringing, 9 
With a continual giving Hand: Let Peace, * 


Honour, and Safety always hover round her; 
Feed her with Plenty ; let her Eyes ne er fee 
A Sight of Sorrow, nor her Heart know Mourning; 
Crown all her Days with Joys, her Nights with Reſt, 
Harmleſs as her own Thoughts; and prop her Virtue. 
: | _ Otw. Ven. Pref. 
: Taz bounteous Heavens 7. - | 
Rain on your Head whole Deluges of Mercies, | | 
For this great Goodneſs, Hear me, O ye Powers! - | 
Hear me upon my Knees! where er he goes A_ 
Guard him with Bleſſings; give him his own Wiſhes: I. 
If to the Wars he paſs, Renown attend him; En 


And growing Conqueſt dwell upon his Arms: De 
Let Mm N by a long Courſe of Valour, = . F Oe 
And gallant Acts, to the old Roman Greatneſs; - An 
And when at laſt in Triumph he returns, „ 
oy all the fighing Virgins ſtrew his Way, f 2 

f 


en. 3 
| OT ey e's Ceof, Borg. I Da 


O'cractous Heaven! = ks 
Thou that haſt endleſs Bleflings till in Store = As 


For Virtue and for filial Piety; „5 
Let Grief, Diſgrace, and Want be far away; g 
But multiply thy Mercies on his Head: | ; 
Let Honour, Greatneſs, Goodneſs ſtill be with him, uf 
And Peace in all his Wass. Neu Fair Pen. | 
Reward him for the noble Deed, juſt Heaven! Dr 
For this one Action guard him, and diſtinguiſh him BG 
With ſignal Mercies, and with great Deliverance; | Is 7 
Save him from Wrong, Adverſity, and Shame: | 
Let never fading Honours flouriſh round him, 
And — bo Name even to Time's End: 0 


Let him know nothing elſe but Good on Earth, 1 

And everlaſting Bl $ hereaſter.  Rowe's F. S6. 
AnGELs, preſerve my deareſt Father's 1 

Blefs it with long uninterrupted Days! 


Life, 


Oh, 


the ENGLISH STAGE. 31 
Oh, may he live till Time it ſelf decay, | 
Till good Men wiſh him dead, or I offend him! 


. | Ota. Orph, 
Kinp Heaven has ſurely endleſs Stores 
Hoarded for thee of Bleſſings yet untaſted. ; 
| Ota. Ven. Pref. 
TRE Seal of Providence is ſure . thee, EE 
And thou wert born for yet unheard-of Wonders. Bid. 


BLINDNESS. 


J AL1 dark and comfortleſs! 
Where are thoſe various Objects that but now 
Employ'd my buſy Eyes? Where are thoſe Eyes? 
Dead are their piercing Rays, that lately ſhot 

Oi''er flow'ry Vales to diſtant ſunny Hills, 

And drew, with Joy, the vaſt Horizon in. ka 
7 Theſe groping Hands are now my only Guides, 
And Feeling all my Sight. 

Shut from the Living while among the Living; 

Dark as the Grave amidſt the buſtling World; 

At once from Bus'neſs and from Pleaſure barr'd ; 

No more to view the Beauty of the Spring; 

Nor ſee the Face of Kindred, or of Friend. 
| 1 Tate's K. Lear. 
On Happineſs of Blindneſs! Now no Beauty | 

IInflames my Luſt; no others Good my Envy, 

Or Miſery my Pity: No Man's Wealth 

Draws my Reſpect, nor Poverty my Scorn. _ 

Yet ſtill I ſee enough! Man to himſelf PEE! | 

Js a large Proſpect, rais d above the Level. Denb. Sophy; 

353 LUS H. 
O CALL not to this aged Cheek, 3 

The little Blood which ſhould keep warm my Heart. 

: | Dad. Oed. 
C4 Coro 
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Conrounpme not with Shame, nor call up all 
The Blood that warms my trembling Heart 
To fill my Cheeks with Bluſhes. 
Sek, my Palmyra comes; the frighted Blood 
Scarce yet recall'd to her pale Checks: | 
Like the firſt Streaks of Light broke looſe from Darkneſs 
And dawning Bluſhes. 
| Lux me forever gaze, 
And blefs the new-born Glories that adorn thee: 
From ev'ry Bluſh that kindles in thy Cheeks, 
Jen thouſand little Loves and Graces ſpring, 
To revel in the Roſes. | | 
How brightly her betraying Blaſhes move, 
And ſeem a glorious Traytor to her Love. 


| Wuar means, alas! 
'That | Blocd which flaſhes guilty in your Faces. 


Bua Se. Ian. | 


| BOAR. 


Fo R TH from the Thicket ruſh'd another Boar, 

So large he ſeem'd the Tyrant of the Woods, 

With all his dreadful Briſtles rais'd up high; 
They ſeem'd a Grove of Spears upon his Back: 
Foaming he came at me, where I was poſted, 
Whetting his huge long Tuſks, and gaping wide, 
As he already had me for his Prey; pe 
Till brandiſhing my well-pois'd Javelin high, 
With this bold executing Arm I ſtruck 
The ugly brindled Monſter to the Heart. 

Wr purſued the Chaſe, 
When from behind the Wood, with ruſtling Sound, 
A monſtrous Boar ruſh'd forth: His baleful Eyes 
Shot glaring Fire, and his ſtiff- pointed Briſtles 
| Roſe high upon his Back: At me he made, 
Whetting his Tufks, and chewing hideous Foam. 
Then, then Hippolitus flew in to aid me! 


Trap's Abram. | 


Robe g Tam. | 


How. Vp. Vir. | 


Ot. Orph. | 


Collecting | 


MH) 9 I MA 


Dryd. Mar. Alam. 


bs | 
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ö Collecting all himſelf, and riſing to the Blow, N 
Hie launch'd the whiſtling Spear, the well aim'd Javelin 


Pierced his tough Side, and quiyer'd in his Heart; 
The Monſter fell, and gnaſhing with huge Tuſfcs, 
Tad up the crimſon Earth. Smith's OA: ani Hipp. 


BOASTING. 


Iv ſeen the 2... 
That with this little Arm, and this good Sword, 
I have made my Way thro' more Impediments 
Than twenty Times your Stop. Sbaleſ. Othello. 
Tis yet to know | 
(Which when J know that boaſting is an Honour, 
J ſhall promulgate) I fetch Life and Being 
From Men of royal Siege, and my Demerits 
May ſpeak unbonnetted as proud a F ortune, 
As this that I have reach d. me = 
My Arm a nobler Victory ne'er gain'd, | 
And I am prouder to haye paſs'd that Stream, 
Than that I drove a Million o're the Plain; 
Can none remember, yes I know all muſt, 
When glory like the azling Eagle Good 
Perch'd on my Beaver in the Granick Flood, 
When Fortune's ſelf my ſtandard trembling bore, 
And the pale Fates ſtood frighten d on the Shore; 
When all ih* Immortals on the Billows rode, 
And I my ſelf appear'd the leading God. Lec's Alex. 
Senp Danger from the Eaſt unto the Weſt, 
So Honour croſs in from the North and South, 
And let them grapple; the Blood more ſtirs 
To rouſe a Lion than to ftart a Hare. 
By Heaven, methinks it were an eaſy leap, 
To pluck bright Honour from the pale-fac'd Moon, 
Or dive into the Bottom of the Deep, 
Where fathom'd Line could never touch the Ground, 


And Pluck up drowned Honour by the Locks. 


Shakeſ. Hen. IV. part 1. 


os Jove 


24 The Bravrirs of 


Fove has poured the Mis into my Hande. 
'The Prince of Rivers, Ocean's eldeſt Son ; 1 
Rich of my ſelf, I make the fruitful Year, 4 


Nor aſk precarious plenty from the Sky, 
Throw all my Glories open to his View. Young's hen. 
Bur when we join'd Battle, 
Fierce as a Winter-Storm' upon the Main, 
I rang'd the Field, whilſt my affrighted Foes, 
Like Billows at the angry Neptune's Frowns, 
Succeſſively did vaniſh from my Sight. 
Did I not pour upon their foremoſt Ranks 
Sudden 1 as Lightning; ruſh among 
Their thickeſt Squadrons, mo in glorious Heat, 
Like Thunder breaking from a teeming Cloud, 
Make Deſolation wait upon my Arms? 
With my drawn Sword I pointed out the Paths 
Of dazzling Fame, which none but I could reads 
N hk ſtately Pyramid alone, | 
mitt all my Army lagg d, and you below, 
T: — like Girls but to behold my Daring. 
South. Ly. Bro. | 
By Mars, the fingle Virtue of this Arm | 
Diſpers'd their Troops, and drove them from the Pield. 


0 
by > ty fd 4.9.0 hd 
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| Dip his Genius Ne 
Know mine, the ſtronger Dæmon, fear the Grapple, F c 
And, looking round him, found this Nook of Fate, SY tc 
To ſculk behind my Sword. - Dygd. D. Seb. | mm 

| DiscrET1ON, ET T, 
And bardy Valour, are the Twins of Honour; 2 I 
And nurs d together, make a Conqueror; ; Z 7 
Divided, but a Talker: | A 
And we that have been Victors, beat our ſelves 14 
When we inſult upon our Honour's Subject. Beaum. Bond. | 1 

3 Ar 

BOWER. » | | 

Go bid her ſteal into the pleached Bower, + © 3 


7 
5 


Forbid ; 


Where Honey-Suckles, — by the Sun, 
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Forbid the Sun to enter: Like Favourites, : 


Made proud by Princes, that advance their Pride 

822 the Power that bred it. 

Shakeſ. Much ado about Nothing. 
Bx nol p the unlaboured Ground 

Bounteous of Fruit: Above our ſhady Bowers; 

The creeping Jeſlamin thruſts her fragrant Flowers; 

The Myrtle, Orange, and the bluſhing Roſe, * 

With bending Heaps ſo nigh their Blooms diſcloſe, 

Each ſeems to ſmell the Flavours which the other blows; 

By theſe the Peach, the Guava, and the Pine, 7 

And, creeping twixt them all, the mantling Vine 192 | 

Does round her Trunks her purple Cluſters twine. gr 


Dryd. St. It 

1 BznorD the Bower, 

Where from the Jeſſamin Roof the Dew diſtill'd, 

And trickling from thy Brow, perfum'd. thy Tears: 

Whilſt to corre& the Vapours of the Night, 

Officious Love celeſtial Perfumes breath'd, | 

And tann'd the Moon Beams with more ſhining Wings. 
| Tate's te Gn. Js 


BRAYE 


Not all the lying Legends of Antiquity, 
Can ſhew a Heroe that e' er ſuffer'd more 


For his dear Country or his dearer Friend, 
Than he has for his greateſt Enemy; 
To him whoſe Life and Honour I betray d. 
This unexampled Bravery ſo affects me. 
That I could 2 for his untimely Fall, 
And curſe my ſelf, the Author of 5 Ruin. Trap's Abrams. 
A generous Soul is not confin'd at home, 
But ſpreads it ſelf abroad o'er all the publick, 
And Feels for every. Member of the Land. 
1 Tu Brave V never 4 the Light ; ER 

uſt are their Thoughts, open are their Tem 
E en without Diſguiſe they love or hate: tape 

C. 6. Still 


ge 
2 
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Still are "a found in the fair Face of Day, 
And Heay'n and Men are Judges of their Actions. 
Rowwe's Fair Pen. 


BRIBERY. 


Tur Gold is well employ'd, 
It works like Poiſon thro' our weakned State, 
And fits our freeborn Souls for foreign Yokes. : 
SewvelÞ's Sir Walt. Raw. 
He ſcorned the Wages of diſloyal Crimes { 1 
To ruft in Peace and ſtretch a lazy Hand 
For ſordid Bribes. bid. 
Dip not great Julius bleed for Juſtice ſake? 
| What Villain touch'd his Body that did ſtab, 
And not for Juftice? what, ſhall one of us, 
That ſtruck the foremoſt Man of all this World, 
But for ſupporting Robbers, ſhall we now 
Contaminate our Fingers with baſe Bribes, 
And fell the mighty Space of our large Honours, 
For ſo much Traſh, as may be graſped thus! 
F'd rather be a Dog, and bay the Moon, ; 
Than ſuch a Roman! n Iu Caper V 


PRrrMR BAA.iIlN knit 


BRIDE. 


Tux Virgin Bride, who ſwoons with deadly Fear, 

Jo ſee the End of all her Wiſhes near; = 
When, bluſhing from the Light, and * Eyes, 0; WM T 
To the kind Covert of the Night ſhe 11 WL 
With equal Fires to meet the ae em moves 4 
Melts in his Arms, and with a Looſe ſne loves. : 

RNosav's Fair Penitent. 
WuAr ſtrange Bree youthful Brides . 

Impatient Longings for the Happineſs; ' 

Approaching Joys will ſo difturb the Soul, 

As Needles always tremble near the Pole. en 5 | 

- Or, Don . I 

SRB {| 
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Sax is reſerved you ſay, when you approach her; 
Why let her weep, too: Was it ever known 
A ſubtle Bride laugh'd on her Wedding- Day, 
Or claſp'd her Lover in the Eye o' th' World ? 

IT is their Trade, 

The very Nature, Soul, and Life-Blood of them, + 
To whine, and cry, and turn their Heads away, „„ 
When their Hearts doat on what they ſeem to ſcorn. 

5 8 | „„ Tees Cz/. Borg. 

Tu Es E are the Fears which wait on every Bride, 5 
And only ſerve for Preludes to her Joys; 
Short Sighs, and all thoſe Motions of thy Heart 
Are Nature's Call, and kindle warm Deſires: 
Soon as the friendly Goddeſs of the Night 
Shall draw her Veil of Darkneſs o're thy Bluſhes, 
Theſe little, cold, unneceſſary Doubts 


Shall fly the Circle of my folding Arms; 9 
And when I preſs thee trembling to my Boſom, 
Thou ſhalt confeſs, if there be room for Words, 
Or even for Thoughts, that all thoſe Thoughts are Bliſs. 
Tn 3 ; Ronwe's Am. Steph. 
I'm mad! as promis d Bridegrooms, born away 
With Thoughts of nothing but the joyful Dayyxyp. 
1 | oe. Cai. Mir. 


BUSINESS. 


5 Taz Day was made | * 

To number out the Hours of buſy Men, N 

Let them be buſy ſtill, and ſtill be wretched, 

And take their Fill of anxious drudging Pay. 
T4 | Dad. Ampbit. 
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CARE. 


DARE 3 Clo ers only ſeals her Eyes 
7. 1 Which Youth F ally, Ageas Halm. 


owns: 


48 wiſe, 

She * Cities „ but ſhe dwells. in Thrones. Dav. Gond. 
ALL Creatures elſe a time of Love poſleſs, 

Man only clogs with Care his Happineſs ; 

And while he ſhou'd enjoy his Part of Bliſs, _ 

With Thoughts of what may be, deſtroys what is. 


Dryd. Cong. of Graz. 


CALM. 

"Tus Tempeſt is o'erblown, the Skies are clear, 
And the Sea charm'd into a Calm fo ftill,  _ 
That not a Wrinkle ruffles her ſmooth Face. ; 

We often ſee againſt ſome Storm 
A Silence in the Heav'ns, the Rack ſtand ſtill, 


Tue bold Winds ſpeechleſs, and the Orb below 


Is huſh'd as Death. | We Ham. 
C Au P. 
Denen x and Death in Camps I've learn't to court; ; 
In Camps, where Death's rough Buſineſs is a Sport. 
Daw. Circe. 
Go to the Camp, Preferment's nobleſt Mart, 


Where Honour ought to have the faireſt Play, you'll find 
| Corruption, Envy, Diſcontent, and Faction, 


Almaſt 


Fools by not knowing . out live the 


Ded. Don Sebaſt. 
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Almoſt in every Band. How many Men 
Have ſpent their Blood in their dear Country's Service, 
Yet now pine under Want; while Selfiſh Slaves, | 
That even would cut their Throats whom now they 
Fawn on, | 
Like deadly Locuſts, eat the Honey up, 
W hich thoſe induſtrious Bees ſo hardly toil'd for. 
Otæu. Orph. 
So in a Camp, tho' at the dead of Night, 
If but the 'Trumpet's chearful Voice is heard, 
All at the Signal leap from downy Reſ t, 
And every Heart awakes, as mine does now. id. 


CA 


GREATLY unfortunate, he fights the Cauſe 
Of Honour, Virtue, Liberty, and Rome: 
His Sword ne'er fell but on the guilty Head: 
Oppreſſion, Tyranny, and Power uſurp d, 
Draw all the Vengeance of his Arm upon them. 


Nor all the Pomp and Majeſty of Name | 
Can raiſe her Senate more than Cato's Preſence: ? 
His Virtues render our Aſſembly awful; e 

They ftrike with ſomething like religious Fear, 

And make &'en Cæſar tremble at Þ Head | . 

Of Armies fluſt'd with Conqueſt. Sid. 
Turn up thy Eyes to Cato. 

There may'ſt thou ſee to what a Godlike Height 

The Roman Virtues lift up mortal Man, 

While good, and juſt, and anxious for his Friends, 

He's ſtill ſeverely bent againſt himſelf; _ 

Renouncing Steep, and Food, and Reſt, and Eaſe; 

He ſtrives with Thirſt and Hunger, Toil and Heat; ; 

And when his Fortune ſets before him all 

The Pomps and Pleaſures that his Soul can with, _ 

His FROM Virtue will accept of none, Did. 


x CHARNEL 


— 
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- 


CHARNEL HOUSE. 


 BrenoLD a Charnel Houſe, | 
Oer cover d quite with dead Mens ratt'ling Bones, 
With geg bene, aus; We 2 leſs Sculls. 


Shakeſ. Rom. and Jul. 


C HAST E. 


Sntr's chaſte as the fann'd Snow, 
Twice bolted o'er by the bleak Northern Blaſts. 
| Lees L. 7. Brutus. 
Cuas r; as the Iſicle 
That's curdled by the Froſt from pureſt Snow, 
And hangs on Dian's Temple. ' Shakef. Coriol. 
CHASTER than Criſtal on the Scythian Cliffs, 
Th more the proud Winds court it, ſtill the purer. 
Beau. D. Mar. 
In thy fair Brow there's ſuch a Legend writ 
Of Chaſtity, as blinds the adult'rous Eye: 
Not the Mountain Ice, | 
CongeaPd.to Cryſtal is fo froſty chaſte | 
As thy victorious Soul, which conquers Man, 
And Man's proud Tyrant Paſſion. Dryd. Av. Abo. 
Co Lo as candy'd Ice; 
Not a Thought ſtarting free from warm Deſires : 
As the bleak Girl upon the Mountain's Top, 
Cover'd with Snow, beaten with conſtant Winds, 
That feeds on Herbs and Roots, and drinks the Dew. 
| Lee's Mith; 
On! ſhe's a Cake of Ice, 
Whom all the Love in th* Empire cannot thaw ; 
A dull croſs Thing, inſenſible of Glory, 
Deaf to all Promiſes, dead to all Deſire: 
She has in her 
All the Contempt of Glory, and vain — 
Of all the Stoicks ; al the 'i ruth of Chriſtians, 


_s 


— 
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And all their Conſtancy : Modeſty was made 
When ſhe was firſt intended: When ſhe bluſhes 
It is the holieſt Thing to look upon, 

The pureſt Temple of her Sex that e'er 
Made Nature a bleſs'd Founder. In vain were all 
Our Promiſes, Perſuaſions, Reaſon's Wealth, 
All that can make the foremoſt Virtue bend, 
To alter her: Our Arguments, like Darts 
Shot in the Boſom of the boundleſs Air, 
Are loſt, and do not leave the leaſt Impreſſion. 
Shake/. Val. 


CHILDREN. 


CnrDREN, the blind Effects of Love and Chance, 
Bear from their Birth the Impreſſions of a Slave. Dryd. Aur. 
Wren Parents their Commands unjuſtly lay, | 
Children are privileg'd to diſobey. Dryd. Cong. Gran. 
Wu do we pray for Children, call em Bleflings, 
And deem the barren Womb a Curſe? O Marriage! 
Unhappy, moſt unhappy of all States! | 
Matching with Sorrows teeming ſtill. with more, 
The vexed Womb ſeems to bring forth to vex. Lanſ. Her. 
For Children Bleſſings ſeem, but Torments are, 
When young our Folly, and when old our Fear. 
0e. Don. Carl. 


„ 
Tas ancient City 

How wanton fits ſhe, amidſt Nature” 8 4 

Nor from her higheſt Turret has to view - 

But golden Landſkips and luxuriant Scenes, 

A Waſte of Wealth, the Store-houſe of the World; ; 

Here fruitful Vales far ſtretching fly the Sight, 

There Sails unnumbred whiten all the Stream, 

While from the Banks full twenty thouſand Cities 


| yy their Pride, and ſee their gilded Towers 
Float 


Float on the Waves, and break againſt the Shoar. 
Various Nations meet 

As in a Sea, yet not confin'd in Space, 

But ſtreaming freely thro' the ſpacious Streets, 

Which ſends forth Millions at each brazen Gate; 

Whene'er the Trumpet calls high over Head, 

On the broad Walls the Chariots bound along. 


Young's Buſiris. 


CLIFF. 


Fon the dread Summit of this chalky Bourne 
Look up a-height, the ſhrill-gor'd Lark fo far 
Cannot be ſeen nor heard. Shakeſ. K. Lear. 
Le r us advance tow'rds the Cliff's dreadful Brow, 
From which the fearful Downfal of the Precipice, 
And the wild Horrors of the rocky Beach, 


Lie ſubject to our View. Den: Iphig. 


Bz HOLD with what laborions Taſł they mount 
Jo climb the craggy Steepneſs of the Cliff; | 
While ſome at diftance, with unequal Pace, : 


Purſuing, pant behind *em. Did. 


Banorb the Summit of yond ſhaggy Mountain, 


* 


That bending its black Brow, with dreadful Scoul, 


Over the gloomy Deep, affrights great Neptune: Bid. 


W ſeem to lean over ſome hanging Cliff, 
Oer looking all the Wrecks that float below: 
Should we more beyond the Verge, we fall 
Infinite Fathoms down, and fink for ever. Hopk. Pyrr. 
As one condemn d to leap a Precipice, | 
Who ſees before his Eyes the Depth below, 
Stops ſhort, and looks about for ſome kind Shrub 
To break his dreadful Fall. Dad. Sp. Fryar. 
3 20 py Cliff, whoſe high and _— Head 
down u e roaring g | 
How fearful N 
And dizzy tis to caſt one's Eyes ſo low! | 
The Crows and Choughs that wing the midway 4 


8 


the Ex GLIsH STAGE. 43 
7 Shew ſcarce ſo groſs as Beetles. Half way down 

7 Hangs one that gathers Samphire: Dreadful Trade! 
The Fiſhermen that walk upon the Beach 

7 Appear like Mice; and yond tall anch'ring Bark 

Seems lefſen'd to her Cock, her Cock a Buoy 

Almoſt too ſmall for Sight. The murmuring 8 

Cannot be heard ſo high. | Shakeſ. K. Lear. 
As from ſteep and dreadful Precipice 

The frighted Traveller caſts down his Eyes, 


! And ſees the Ocean at ſo great a Diſtance, 
It looks as if the Skies were ſunk beneath him; 


If then ſome neighbouring Shrub, how weak ſoever, 
; *. up, his willing Eyes ſtop gladly there, r 
And ſeem to eaſe themſelves, and reſt upon it: D. R. Lad. 
Fon the Brow _ 
Of a wild Precipice, immenſely horrible 
And painful to the Sight: The curdling Blood _ 
Chills in his Heart who treads the dangerous Cliff; 
For from the out-jetting Top a dreadial Steep | 
Falls many a Mile direct: The dizzy Eye | 
Akes with Contraction, and grows dim in vain ; 
To ſearch the unfounded Bottom. Hill Fat. Vifon- 
CLOUD'S See Morning. 
Tux gathering Clouds like meeting Armies 5 
Come Lr 6 Lee's Mith. 
Taz Rack of Clouds is driving on the Wind, 
And ſhews a break of Sun-ſhine.  Dryd. D. of Guiſe. 
Tu E lowering Clouds that dip themſelves in Rain, 
To ſhake their Fleeces on the Earth again. | 


COCK. 


I nave heard 
The Cock that is the Trumpet to the Morn, 
Doth with his lofty and ſhrill ſounding Throat 7 
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Awake the Gol of Day, 

Some ſay, that ever againſt that Seaſon comes, 
Wherein our Saviour's Birth is celebrated, 

This Bird of GY rs all Night long. 


COMBAT. 


Wuxx at the Legion's Head the brave old King, 
And I, like Clouds with Thunder charged, 
Encountring ruſh'd together. 

Long was the Tug of Fate, and mutual Wounds 

On each Side were receiv'd; at laſt my Stars 

Prevail'd, and Gondibert, o'erthrown by Fate, 

Reſign'd that Life he ſo deſerved to keep. Hig. Gen. Cong. 
BRHOUD thoſe Wounds, 

Thoſe mouthed Wounds, which valiantly he took, | 

When the gentle Severn's ſedgy Bank, 

In ſingle Oppoſition, Hand to Hand, 

He did confound the beſt part of an Hour, 

In changing Hardiment with great G/endower. 


Three times they breath'd, and three times did they drink: f 


Upon Agreement of ſwift Sewern's TT 5 
Who then affriy hed: with their Looks, 


bloods: 
Ran fearfully among the trembling Reeds, 
And hid his 1 Head in the hoilow Bank, 
Stain' d with the Blood of thoſe brave Combatants. 


SBatteſ. Hen IV. 
c 0 'M E T See Imre RBCATIONS. 
Lo xo bearded Comets ſtick 
Like flaming Porcupines 
As they would ſhoot their Quills. _ Dryd. Oed. 


Wren Beggars dye there are no Comets ſeen, 
The en LOTIONS blaze forth the Death of Princes. 
. Shakef. Jub Ce/ar. 


Fr 


Shakef. Hel. 
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| Bip Meteors keep their Luſtre, 
When all the ſhining Exhalations ſpent .. 
That fed their ſhort-liv'd Glory. . Lee's Mith. 
Fon like a blazing Meteor, hence he ſiot, 
And drew a ſweeping Train of Fire along. Dryd. D. Guiſe. 
FALLEN is that Comet which on hig 
Portended Ruin, he has ſpent his Blaze, wp 
And ſhall diſtract the World with Fears no more. 
Rowe's Tamerlane. 


COMFORT. 


; Wno talks of Comfort to a Wretch like me, 
This is the Houſe of Sorrow, here it dwells, 
And multiplies a Race of unbleſt Children. 
SeweP's Sir Walt. Rawley, 
Txrov art ever kind 
To ſooth my Heart with Promiſes and Hopes, 
But yet I am unwilling to deceive , 
Or blind my Senſe with weak fiftitious Joys. 
Nay tho' I wiſh it, yet my Heart denies 
To hear of Comfort till th* Event is ſure. 
Come my Pheni//a let us now retire 
To calm Diftreſs and chaſe away Deſpair. 
Mean while if Pity ſhould ſome Goddeſs move, 
To ſuccour my afflicted hapleſs love, 
Diſpel theſe Clouds, that on my Fortune wait, 
And eaſe the hard Condition of my Fate; 
At paſt Misfortunes I'd no more repine, 
Forget them all was but A/ucius mine. Beckingham's Scipio. 
„ Or Comfort no Man ſpeak; 
Lets talk of Graves, and Worms and Epitaphs, 
Make Duſt our Paper, and with rainy Eyes, 
Write Sorrow on the Boſom of the Earth. 2 
$ 3 Shake/. Rich. II. 
I wovuLD bring Balm, and pour it in your Wound, 
Cure your diſtemper'd Mind, and heal your Fortunes. 


I cams 
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AO Jeu | 
To ſooth the ſecret Anguiſh of her Soul, 
To comfort that fair Mourner, that forlorn one, 
And teach her Steps to know the Paths of Peace. 
3 Rowe's Fair Pen. 
Anu p can'ſt thou miniſter to a Mind diſeaſed ; 7 
Pluck from the Memory a rooted Sorrow; 
Raze out the written Trouble of the Brain; 
And with ſome ſweet oblivious Antidote 
Cleanſe the foul Bottom of that perilous Stuff, 
Which weighs upon the Heart? Shakefſ. Mackbeth. | 
A Bzam of Comfort, like the Moon thro' Clouds, 
- Gilds the black Horror, and directs my Way. 1 


| Did. Love Trium. : 
Tur Words have darted Hope into my Soul, . 
And Comfort dawns upon me. South. Diſap. | 


ComForr, like the golden Sun, | 
Diſpels the ſullen Shade with her ſweet Influence, = = 
And cheers the melancholy Houſe of Care. | 
Row's F. Shore. 
Now whither ſhall I fly to find Relief? 
What charitable Hand will aid me now? 
Will ſtay my failing Steps, ſupport my Ruins, 
And heal my wounded Mind with balmy Comfort ? 
Row's F. Shore. 


COMPASSION. 


Wu moſt my Heart was lifted with Delight, 

If I withheld the Morſel from the Hungry, 
Forgot the Widows want and Orphans cry. 

If I have known a Good they have not ſhar'd, 

Nor call'd the poor to take his Portion with me, 

Let my reproachful Enemies ſtand forth, and now | 5 
Deny the Succour which I gave not then. Row. J. Shore. 

O Trav art tender all! 'J 

Gentle and kind, as fimpathizing Nature! g 

When a ſad Story has been told, I've ſeen 
Thy little Breaſt, with ſoft Compaſſion fiyell'd, . 


hove | 
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Shove up and down, _—O— 


Otw. Orph. 
NaTturs has caſt me in ſo ſoft a Mould, | 
7 That but to hear a Story feign'd for Pleaſure, 
2. Of ſome ſad Lover's Death, moiſtens my Eyes, 
: And robs me of my Manhood. Dr d. for Love. 
LET them de . who delight i in Michief; ; 
I'm of a ſofter Mold: Poor Phedra's Sorrows | 
Pierce thro' my yielding Heart, and wound my Soul. 
g Smith's Phed Hip. 
2 ; Sure Nature form'd me of her ſofteſt Mold, 
7 Enfeebl'd all my Soul with tender Paſſions, 
And ſunk me eyen below my own weak Sex: 


2 ; Pity and Love by Turns o 2 my Heart. Ad. Cato. 
1 A FLoop of Tenderneis comes o'er my Soul; 
a I join my Grief to your's, and mourn the Evils 


That hurt your Peace, and quench your Eyes in Tears. 
Rowe's Fair Pen. 
£ | Waar Rage could hurt a Gentleneſs like thine, 
e. W hoſe tender Soul could weep | 
| O'er dying Roſes, and at Bloſſoms fall. Shakef. Coriol. 
How few, like thee, enquire the wretched out, 
And court the Offices of ſoft Humanity ! 
1 Like thee, reſerve their Raiment for the naked, 
ll Reach out their Bread to feed the crying Nrphan, 
Or mix the pitying Tears with thoſe a Wecp ! 
Rows F. Shore. 
WHAT is Compaſßon, when tis void of Love? 
To one who aſks the warm Returns of Love, 
Compaſſion's Cruelty, tis Scorn, tis Death. Add. Cate. 
Wren Fortune, or the Gods afflict Mankind, 
Compaſſion to the Miſerable's due: 
But when we ſuffer what we may prevent, 
At. once we forfeit Pity and Eſteem. Hig. Gen. Cong. 
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CONCEALMENT. 


i SE meer told her Love, 
But let Concealment, like a Worm i'th' Bud. 
Prey on her Damaſk Cheek : She pined in Thought, 
And ſat like Patience on a Monument, 


Smiling at Grief. Shakeſ. Hen. VI. 


IT ind ſhe loves him much, becauſe ſhe hides it. 
Love teaches Cunning even to Innocence; 
And where he gets Poſſeſſion, his firſt Work 
Is to dig deep within a Heart, and there 
Lie hid, and like a Miſer in the Dark, 


Jo feaſt alone. : Dryd. Temp. 


I Love like thee, and yet conceal my Flame, 
Which burns the more, . the more it 1s ſuppreſs'd. 


Hig. Gen. Cong. 


Fa I wore my Flames conceal'd ; 
And filent as the Lamps that burn-in Tombs, 
Sighed only to my ſelf, and to the Winds; 
Gaz'd on your Beauties with the diſtant Crowd: 
Your ſelf at laſt perceiv'd my drooping Care, 
And forc'd the trembling Secret from my Breaſt. 
_ Tate's Loy. Gen. 
A MuR”'DRoOVus Guilt ſhews not itſelf more ſoon, 


Than Love that would ſeem hid. Shakef. Tawelfth Night- 


CONCEIT. 


I xxow not how Conceit may rob 
The Treaſure of Life, when Life it ſelf 
Yields to the Theft. | Shakeſ. K. Lear. 
DaxoROus Conceits are in their Nature poiſons, 
Which at the firft are ſcarce found to diſtaſte, 
But with a little a& _ the Blood, 
8 


Burn like the Mines of Sulphur. Shake. Otbellb. 

CoxcElixr in weakeſt Bodies ſtrongeſt works. 
LY | | Sbaleſ. Haml. 
CO NJ O- 
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CONJURATION. 


PL. to the Grove of Furies 
There can force th. infernal Gods to  ſhew 
Their horrid Forms. i 
Fach trembling Ghoſt ſhall „ 
And leave their griefly King without 2 ws 


Congues . bloc 764 


a I. cLaim by Right 
of Conqueſt; for when Kings make War, . 
No Law betwixt two Sow'reigns gan decide, Lett 
But that of Arms, where Fortune is the Judge, 4 
* F Soldiers the Lawyers, and the Bar the F — 
Drya Love 1 | 
TuEx Crimſon Conqueſt claſp' 1 in her Arms, | 


And laurell d Triumphs weicom'd my 5 1 . 
e Pens 


| | Cox is not given by Chance, 
T en by & and reſiſtleis Merit, es thin 2 
* if aits on his CG - es | 
: K is too much, you dreſs me 
Like a Uſurper in the borrow d Attribute 
Of injured Heaven: Can we call, Conqueſt ours? 
Shall Man, this Pigmy, with a Giant's Pride, 
Voaunt of himſelf, and fay, Thus have J done chi? 

O vain Pretence to Greatneſs! Like the, Moon, 

We borrow all the Brightneſs Which we hoaſt; 

Dark in our felves, and uſeleſs : If that Hand 

That rules the Fate of Battles, ſtrike for us, 

Hong us with Fame, and gild our Clay with Nm, 

were moſt 2 to diſown the 


. 5 And arrogate a en e aki > bit: 
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CONSCIENCE. 


I wov'p be drunk with Death and ogming Slaughter 
To ſtupify the Senſe of in ward Torment. Lee's Mitb. 
SevERE Decrees may keep our Tongues in Awe, 
But to our Thoughts what Edict can give Law; 
Even you your ſelf, to your own Breaſt ſhall tell 
Your Crimes, and your own Conſcience be your Hell: 
What Bufmeſs has my Conſcience with a Crown, 
She Sinks in Pleaſures, and in Bowls will drown ; 
If Mirth ſhould fail, I'Il buſy her with Cares, 
Silence her clam'rous Voice with louder Wars, 
Trumpets and Drums ſhall- fright her from the Throne, 
As ſounding Cymbals aid the lab'ring Moon; 
Repell'd by thoſe, more eager ſhe will grow, 
Spring bac . more ſtrongly Fre a Scythian Bow : 
Amidſt your Train this kar Judge will wait, 3 
Examine how you came by all your State; 1 
Upbraid your impious Pomp, and in your Ear 
| Wall hollow Re ba, Traitor, Murderer. 
Your ill got Power, wan Looks and Care ſhall bring, 
Known but by Diſcontent to be a King; T0 
Of Crowds afraid, yet anxious when alone, ©; .. 
You'll fit and brood your Sorrows on a Throne. 
Dad. Auren. 
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3 cheat the World | 

With florid Outſide, till we meet Surprize; 
'Then, Conſcience working inward like a Mole, 
Crumbles the Surface, and reveals the i, i 
From which our Actions ſpring. Fent. Maxiam. 
On Power of Guilt! How Conſcience can upbraid ! 
It forces her not only to reveal, | 
But * repent what ſhe would moſt conceal. _ 

| Dr. Con - Granad. 
d On Power'of Conſcience ! even in wicked Men, 
Itwerks, it ſtings, it will not let him utter 
. Ore Syllable, one, not to clear himſelf 2 

05 4 From 


EM 
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| From the moſt baſe, deteſted, horrid Act, 


That e er could ſtain a Villain | es 1 Oed. 
How ſhall I 'ſcape the Stings of my own Conſcience? 


Which will for ever tals me with Remembrance, 
Haunt me by Day, and torture me by Night; 


Caſting my blotted Honour in the Way? 

Where'er my melancholy Thoughts ſhall guide me? 

eL. F- Brat. 
Ou! what's this that rends my Heart, 

That rides my Days, and clouds my N ights with Horror! 

Is it not Conſcience, which ſometimes appears 

Like a She- wolf, and drags me on the Floor ? 


Then in a Lion's Form it comes, 


And grins, and roars, juſt gaping to FROG 575 enz.) 
Lee's Mac. Par. 
| Were all well here, what Force, what Roman Arms, 
What General marching at the Head of Millions 
Could daunt the bold, the forward M:thridates ? 
But here, Pharnaces, in my guilty Boſom, 
The fatal Enemy undermines me 


ite; 
Black Legions are my Thoughts: Not. Pompey, but 


Ziphares comes with all his Wrongs, and OD 5 
Like the Lieutenant of the Gods againſt me. 14 
Semandra too, like bleeding Victory, bug 
Stands on his Side, and cries out, kill, kill, Ein 


That curſed Parricide, that Raviſher. 


Oh Heaven! ſuſtain me, or | ſhall grow mad! 
N Lee's N 

I TELL thee, Boy, Remorſe and upſtart Fear 

Oppreſs me even in ſpight of all my Knowledge; 

Tho' none of thoſe that boaſt Philoſophy 

Have made a' deeper Search in Nature's Womb | 

Than I; (the Midnight Moon has ſeen my Watchings 7 

I tell thee, none can name her infinite Seeds 

Like me ; nor better know her Sparks of Light, 

Thoſe Gems that ſhine in the blue Ring of Heaven: 

None knows more Reaſon for or gainſt yond firſt 

* Cauſe, can talk of Accidents, above me. 
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Yet there's a Thorn, call d Conſcience, makes-its Way 
IThro' all the Fence of Pleaſure, fortified 

With Reaſons, that this Ill ſeems Good to me, 

And ſtings thy guilty Father to the Soul. "Dia. 

I'LL -» the Wars; and as the Corybantes, 

With claſhing Shields, and braying Trumpets — 

The Cries of Infant Fove, Flt 101 44. — LT 
And Nature's Murmurs, in the Din of Arms. 


Smith's Phed. Hip. . 


3 — me where my own Thong themſelves may 

Ore me; 

Where I may doze out what P've left of Life, 

Forget my ſelf, and this Day's Guilt; | 

ou Remembrance, how thall I appeaſe thee 3 

| Otæu. Pe en. Pref. 
Conscience is a Word that Cowards uſe, 

ork ou firſt TNT IN in Awe. 


CONFLICT 


Wasen e my bold Thoughts 

Broke looſe from Reaſon, how. did they run mad, 
And now they are dome home all arm'd with 'Stings, 
And pierce-iny bleeding Heart: 

I beg the Gods to diſappoint my Crime, 

Yet almoſt wiſh em deaf to my Deſire. 

J long, — oo and long again, 
e omen dane from: the laſt.” Ling, Bufiris 


coe, 


(eum the acting of a dreadful thing, 
And the firſt Motion all the Interim, is 

| Like a Phantaſma or a hideous Dream, 
The Genius and the mortal Inſtruments, 
Are then in Council, and the State of Man r 


a Rich: in | 
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The Nature of an Inſurrectien. ,' Shake. Jul. Caſt” 
On, the curs'd Fate of all Conſpiracies! . 
They move on many Springs; if _—_ — 
The reſtive Machine ſtops. Dexd Dn aha 
On Conſpiracy. 

Sham'f thou to ſnew thy dangerous Brow by Night, 
When Evils are moſt free? O then by Day,  -— 
Where wilt thou find a Cavern dark enough — 
To maſk. thy monſtrous n! Seele for 1 none s 
Hide it in Smiles and Affability l 
For if thou put thy native Se o, 
Not Erebus itſelf were dark enough. 
To hide arora 152 Set Jul Cer 


60 ns T4 * c 1 See Inconrraxcr.. 


O consAUe T, be ſtrong upon my Side, 3 
Set a huge Mountain tween my Heart and de | 
I have # Man's Mind, but 2 Woman's Might. . 
' Shall. Jul. . 
I covrp be well moved if T were as you,” - 

If I could pray to move, Prayers woulc move me; ms 
But I am conſtant as the northern Star, eee 
Lee WOW —— | u ib ee a 85 
ERUSE t e Ss ee, 
Repeat thy Looks, 9 Wiſhes, end: 3 — , 
For conftint Kindneſs, is the ſureſt Charm,” F mt 
And Danger ba abr Nut 
15 en Wa. * 


There's no ſuch Thin ncy we cal ; 
Faith tyes not Hearts, Iu mein; ain; 5 
Some Wit deform d, or Beauty much de * #2 


Firſt Conſtancy in Love a Virtue made; 

From Friendſhip they the Land- mark did reg 1 5 

And falſly plac d it 60 che Bounds of Love- _ 4 
Dryd. Cong. or Gram 

hide to. him ome Angel what Te deln 

"Bs 
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By ſympathy of Soul, let him too tremble 
To hear my woridrous Faith, my wondrous Love, 


Whoſe Spirit not content with an W 


Of lingring Fate, with Triumph thus reſoly'd, 
Thus in the rapid Chariot of the Soul, 
To mount and dare as never Woman dard. Lee's Theod. . 


ConxsTANT.as Courage to the Brave in Battle; ag 
Conſtant as Martyrs burning for their Gods. Via. a 


TuERE's no ſuch Thing as Conſtancy we call; 
Faith ties not Hearts, 'tis Inclination all. 
Some Wit deform'd, or Beauty much decay d, 
Firſt Conſtancy in Love a Virtue made 
From.Friendſhip they that Landmark did Wemete, 
And falſly plac d it = the Bounds of Love. 

Cong. of Gran. 

J covLy wander 0 er the World a gar, 
Or fill a Throne with thee, all with one Pride, 
And the ſame equal Pleaſure. | 
In Love, like Hea v'n, the Monarch and the Slave | 
Wear the ſame Wreath of Bliſs. 


Be conſtant, Bellamira, to thy VW. 63] 


So ſhall we ſhine as in the inmoſt Heaven, 
The fix'd and conſtant Stars, with ſilent IE mia: 3 
Where never Storms nor Lightnings flaſh, nor Stroke .. 
Of Thunder comes: But if you fail in ought, „ 
Then ſhall we fall, like the curs d Angels, down, 
Never to riſe again een — 
Wren Lam Rite forſalee meal that's true. 
What! parcel Love, 2 
Like com mou Dole, b Scraps, to 7 Im. 
That bungelf after, Ful 


Nothing by Halves: True Love has no Reſerve. 
Yes, my Chruſeis, I am only thine, 
Only and all: The Soul that 5 ſnatch d by Death 
The He no Rok nor 1 5 anal back 
e Heart keeps in etem Chain. 
PF, ae f Lan. Her. . oo 
5 OT 


Shall I'do this? woes aun I 
No, my frank Soul gives largely all at once, *W.om2 | 
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the ENGLISH STAGE. 55 
Nor rooted Oaks, the Force of —_ 
Nor Nature's Bars, on their ftrong Baſis fix 
Repel the Fury of inſulting Wavtss 
With greater Firmneſs, than reſolv'd Armidag 
Defies the Charms of Majeſty and Power. | © 
Term {hy Hig. Gen. Cong. 
Fa ix tho! you are . * 
As Summer-Mor nings, and your Eyes more bright 
Than Stars, that twinkle in a Winter's Night; 
Tho' you have Eloquence to warm and move 
Cold Age, and praying Hermits into Love; 
Tho' Almahide with Scorn reward my Care; | 
Yet, than to change, 'tis nobler to deſpair. h 
| Mp ed Dad. Cong. of Gran. 
Wren yet a Virgin free and undiſpos'd, 2 
I lov'd, but faw you only with my Eyes ; 
I could not reach the Beauties of your Soul: 
I have liv'd ſince in Contemplation, | 
And long Experience of your growing Goodneſs ; 
What then was Paſſion is my judgment now, 1 
Thro' all the ſeveral Changes of your Life 
Confirm'd and ſettled in adoring you. Hayn. Fat. Mift. 


CONSTERNATION. 
See ASTONISHMENT. 

Never was known a Night of ſuch Diſtraction! 
Noiſe ſo confus'd and dreadful: Juſtling Crowds _. 
That run, and know not whither: Torches gliding, 
Like Meteors, by each other in the Streets. 

2 97 7 | Dad. Span. Fryar. 

WHEReFoRE ſtare you thus with haggard Eyes? 
Why are your Arms a-croſs? | | 
Your heavy and deſponding Heads hung down? 
What is't you more than ſpeak in theſe fad Signs? 

Co. Mourn. Bride. 
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C O VT E N 7, 
Pook and content is rich, and rich enough, 

But riches endleſs is as poor as Winter, | 
To him that ever fears he ſhall be poor. Shakef. Othelh. 
Sic all great Souls ſtill make their own Content, 

We to our x a may all our Wiſhes grant; 
For, nothing coveting, we nothing want. ; | 
Dryd. Ind. E mp. 
 THrey cannot want who wiſh-not to have more; 
Who ever ſaid an Auchoret was poor? Ded. Sec. Lowe. 
ResT we contented with our preſent State; 
Tis anxious to enquire of future Fate. Ded. K. Arth. 
: Wert it not better in ſome diſtant Clime 
To live, and love, and peaceably poſſes 
The ſmall remainder of our Lives to come: 
What tho we quit all glitt ring Pomp and Grentneſs, 
The buſy noiſy Flattery of Courts, 
We ſhall enjoy Content: In that alone 
Is. Greatneſs, Power, Waun Honour, all ſumm'd up. 
| | Fu. K. of Naples. 
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c 0 UNTR rH 0 USE. See RETIREMENT. 


Wir an antient Foreft's ample Verge, 
There ſtands a lonely, but a healthful Dwelling, 
Built for Convenience and the Uſe of Life : 
Around it Fallows, Meads, and Paſtures fair, 
A little Garden, and a l:mpid Brook, 
By Nature's own Contrivance feem diſpos d, 
No Neighbours but a few poor ſimple Clowns, 
Honeſt and true, with a well meaning Prieſt, 
No Faction or domeſtick Furies Rage, 
Did e'er diſturb the Quiet of that Place: 
Row's Fart ore. 
A Prince! badſt thou but known the Joys which 


dwell 
With 


wv. bal hc bed , Ik @@4 e 
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With humble Fortunes, thou would ſt curſe thy Royalty. 
Had Fate allotted us ſaome obſeure Village, 

Where with Life's Neceſſaries bleſt alone, 

We might have pais'd in Peace our happy Days, 

Free from the Cares which Crowns and Em os 

No wicked Stateſman would with impious 

Have ſtriven to wreſt from us our call ers 


Or dis tho ſimple Hitds to; noify Faftion. © 


COURAGE. 


Thee Courage, is not where fermenti Spine 
7 Mount in a . and unruly Stream, ng 
The Soub's its proper Seat, and Reaton there 
I nn. guides its cool or warmer Motions. 
9 Frowd's Fall of Sag, 
Fo AID it , | 


That whilſt Bufiris treads the ſanguine Field, 
The foremoſt Spirit of his Hoſt ſhou'd conquer, 
But by Example, and beneath the Shade 7 
Of this high. brandiſh'd Arm, didſt thou fear, 
Sure 'tis an Act I know not how to fear. | 
"Tis one of the tew Things beyond my e 3 
And if Death muſt be fear'd. before tis felt, 
Thy Maſter is immortal. —_ s Bufiris. 
1 DARE do all that , become a M 


le who dares more is no Shake Macbeth. 


Mak E thy Demands t *thoſs that own thy Power! 
Know I am ſtill beyond thee: And tho? Fortune 
Has ſtript me of this Train, this Pomp of Greatneſs, 
This Outſide of a King Vet ſtill my Soul 
Fix'd high, and of her. ſelf alone dependent, 
Is ever free and royal! and even 1 
As at the Head of Battle, does def; 
I know what Power the Chace af Wer as gien th gh 


N 06a doo ol | 
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TE greateſt Proof of Courage we can give, 
Is then to die when we have Power to live. 
Dad. Ind. Ee. 
Bur when true Courage is of Force R 
Patience the only Fortitude is left. Doha. Cong. of Gray 
ALL deſp'rate Hazards Courage do create, 
As he plays frankly who has leaſt Eſtate : - 
Preſence of Mind, and Courage in Diſtreſs, 
Are more than Armies to procure Succeſs, Dryd. Hureng. 
LET us appear nor raſh, nor diffident : 
Immoderate Valour. ſwells i into a Fault; 
And Fear, admitted into publick Councils, 
Betrays like Treaſon. © Aad. Cato. 
H dares much); 
And to that dauntleſs Temper of his Mind, 
He has. a Wiſdom that ſtill guides his Valour  - 
To act in Safety. Shake. Macb. 
| A wISE . Valour, 
For ſuch is his : Thoſe Giants, Death and Danger, 
Are but his Minifters, and ſerve a Maſter 
More to be fear'd than they ; and the blind Goddeſs 
Is led among the Captives in his Triumph: 
Yet Fortune, Valour, all is over-born 
By Numbers, as the long-reſiſting Banks 49. el 
By the impetuous Torrent. Dien. Spb. 
Wnuar Man dais; I dare. YR. 
A proach thou like the rugged Ruffian Bear, 
The arm'd Rhinoceros, or th yrcanian Tyger, 
Take any Shape but chat, _ _ firm Nerves 
Shall never tremble. | - Shakeſ Mach 
ati. onus Freedbrh: 10 1 
Dwells with the Brave, unknown'to fawning Sycophants, 
And claims a Privilege of being believ'd... 5 
Reoawe's Tamarlane: 
Dip Mountains of black Horror 'me ſurround, 
I'd ſcale em all. 
When Fortune, Honour, Life, 'and- all's * * 1 ay 
Brayely to dare, is bravely to get out. Suck. Angl. 
FE | | . 25775 
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C OUR 7 
IAM no Courtier, no fawning Dog of State, 


Joo lick and kiſs the Hand that buffets me. 
Nor can I ſmile upon my Gueſt, and Praiſe 
His Stomach, when I know he 2 on Poiſon, 
And Death diſguis d ſits grinning at my Table. 


Seauell's Sir Walt. Ranwley. 
On how I hate this Tribe of kiſſing Courtiers ! 


: There is ſome Flavour in a Woman's Breath, 
And Nature bids us meet it with a Guſt ; 


But theſe new Kifles 


Make Perjury conclude where Luſt begins. Bid. 


ALL his gaudy Courtiers baſking round him 
aug s Rafi. 


I nave no Buſineſs there; 


I have not ſlaviſh Temp' rance enough 

I' attend a Fav'rite's Heels, and watch his Smiles, 
hear an ill Office done me to my Face; 

And thank the Lord that wrong'd me, for his Favour. 


De, Orph. 
Be till, and learn the ſmoothing Arts of Courts; 


Adore his Fortune, mix with flattering Crowds, 
And when they praiſe him moſt, be you the loudeſt. 


Dp. Don Schal. 8 
Tux Court is full oſ Eyes, 


As Eagles ſharp, fatal as Baſiliſks, 


Who hve on looking, and who ſee to Death. | 
Dryd. Lowe Triumph... 


WovLD you be happy, leave thus fatal Place; 
Fly from the Courts pernicious Neighbourhood, 


Where Innocence is ſhun'd, and bluſhing Modeſty, 


Is made the Scorner's Jeſt; where Hate, Deceit, 
And deadly Ruin, wear the Maſks of Beauty, 
And draw deluded Fools ly v Shews of Pleaſure. . , 
Ty Roxwr's Fane Slick.” 
r D 6 Covxriz xs 
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CourT1ers are 

High Cowards in Revenge amonꝑſt themſelves, 
And valiant when they miſchieve others: 
Star ti would have no Names 
But for the Ills they threaten in ConfanAtion :: 
A Race of ſhallow and unthinking Pilots, 

ho oſt miſguide the Ship even . a Calm, 
Aid in great Storms — Weights to ſink it. 


Suck. Bren. 


of all Court Service learn the common Lot, 


To Day tis done, to Morrow tis forgot. Dry4. Dow Sebaf. 


Tu Court's a golden, but a fatal Circle, 
Upon whoſe magick Skirts, a thouſand-Devils* 
In cryſtal Forms fit, tempting Innocence, 


And. beckon early Virtue from its Centre. Lee's Nero. 


BERTRAM has been taught the Arts of Courts; 
To gild a Face wich Smiles, and-leer a Man to Ruin. 


Lexx the- cruel Arts of Courts ; 
Learn to diſſemble Wrongs, to ſmile at Injuries, 
And ſuffer Crimes thou want ſt the Dower to | 4999p 2 
Be eaſy, affable, familiar; friendly 
Search; and know all Mankind's * ways; 
But truſt the Secret of thy Soul to none: | 
This is the Way, 
This only, to be fafe in ſuch a World as this is: 


Rowwe's Ulyſſes: 
Coors: arwihe Places where beſt Manners flouriſh, - 


Where the Deſerving ought to riſe, and Fools 

Make Shew- Why ſhould I vex and chafe my Spleen, 

To ſee a gaudy 7 ſhine, when I 

Have Senle enough to-ſooth him in his Follies, - 

And ride him to Advantage as I pleaſe. =OFrav. Orph. 

War Man of Senſe would rack his gr RG 
To practiſe all the baſe Formalities 

Aud Forms of Basnefs 7 Force a grave ſtarch'd W 

When he's a very Libertine in's Heart? 0. 

Sean not to-Know this or that * 
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the Ex GL IH STAGE. 
When privately, perhaps, they ineet 
And lay * Scenè of ſome brave Fellows Ruin? 
Such Things are done in Court. 
Vik ru muſt be tkrown off, tis a coarſe 
Too heavy for: the Sunſhine of a Court. 


Bur Courtiers are to beraccounted 
When they are not the laſt and worſt of Men. 


COURFSHIP.- 


Ca I behold thee; and not ſpeak of Love, 
Ev'n now, thus ſadly as thou ſtand'ſt before me 
Thy Softneſs Steals upon my — Senſes, 
Till y Soul faints and fickens with. Defire. 


6r 
| Bid. 


Dryd. Span. Fryer: 
Did. 


Rawe's Fane Shure. 


IT wilt forget the Monarch, and lay by 
My. Royalty, then court you like a — 
Sigh at your Feet, and oo you to Compliance. 


Traps * 


He often taught his Tongue a filken Tale; 
Deſcended from himſelf and talk'd of Love. 


Tuoꝰ he riots midſt a-thoufand Beauties, 
He wants the Lover's greateſt Happineſs, 
He the fair Slaves commands, and to his Arms 
They ſtreight reſign their unreſiſting Charms; 
But I my various Arts and Plots prepare, 
And court at Diſtance the refuſing Fair; 
While I from Hope a filent Joy conceive, 


And even my Fears a doubtful Pleaſure give, 


Till ſhe ſubmits to Love's reſiſtleſs Laws, 
And Cures the Sickneſs which her ſelf did _ 


ManDanE — Being, whoſe firſt 8 t 
Gives me a Tranſport not to be expreſs d, 
ANG om one Moment over pays a Year, 
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Of Danger, Toil, and Death, and Abſence from thee. 
Leave me not, = . | 
I've much to ſay, much more than you can conceive, 
Yes by the Gods much more than I can utter; 
May I not breath my Soul upon this tender Hand, 
When your Eyes triumph and inſult my Pain, 
Permit me here to take a ſmall Revenge. 

See my Heart beat Mandane, 


Believe not me, but tell your ſelf my Paſſion, 
Is it in Art to counterfeit within? 


To drive the Spirits and inflame the Blood, 

Each Nerve is pierc'd with Lightning from your Eye, 

And every Pulſe is in the Throbs of Love. | . 
Young's Bufiris. 


' STILL as I woo'd, when at her Feet I lay, 
Begging the Bounty of a Look to bleſs me: 
Had'ſt thou but ſeen with what a modeſt Pride, 

A Virgin Innocence and chaſte Reſerv'dneſs, 
She took the humble Offering of my Love; 
How ſtill in all the winding of my Paſſion i 


Thro' the high Tide of Vows and ſtrong Tempta ions, 


She kept an equal Mind: By Heay'n, I think, 
Had'ft thou then ſeen the temp'rate Virgin ſtand, _ 
Cold to my Flame, as Marble to the Sun, 

(Not flaſh'd and haughty with the Conqueſt made, 
As other vainer of her Sex would be,) 

Thou wouldſt have lov'd her rigid Virtue too. 


O „ how ſhall I convince thee 


What ſhall I fay, or how ſhall J proteſt, 


To conquer thy Belief? | "i 
Could'i thou diſcern the Workings of my Soul, 
Paſs thro' this Boſom to my throbbing Heart ; 


Oh! there thou wouldft behold thy heav'nly Form = 
Deep writ, and never to be raz d away. Reid. | 


_ Hayyeiness! 
There's none for me without you : Riches, Name, 


Health, Fame, Diſtinction, Place and Qualit, 


Ma 
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Are the Incumbrances of human Life, | 
To make it but more tedious without 
What ſerve the Goods of Fortune for ? To miſe h 
My Hopes that you at laſt will ſhare them with me. 
Long Life it ſelf, the univerſal Pray'r, ' 2 
And Heav'n's Reward of well Deſervers here 
Would prove a Plague to me: To fee you always, 
And never ſee you mine! Still to deſire, f 
And never to enjoy! South. Fat. Mar. 

Sex, faireſt Queen of Love and Beauty, here 1 
Your faithfulleſt and humbleſt Worſhipper, 
Who comes to offer up a Sacrifice 
To thoſe eternal Glories of your Eyes; 
It is a Heart as ſpotleſs and ſincere 
As the chaſte Vows of holy Veſtals are 
A drag one, and Pronounce. my 5 Dad. 


Otau. Aub. 
He per d me 
Above the Maidens of my Age and Rank; 
Still ſhun'd their Company, and ſtill ſought mine. 
J was not wone by Gifts! yet ſtill he gave; 


And all his Gifts, tho ſmall, yet ſpoke his Love: 


He pick'd the earlieſt Strawberries in the Woods, 

The cluſter'd Filberts, and the purple Grapes : 

He taught a prating Stare to ſpeak my Name ; 

And when he found a Neſt o Nightingales 

Or callow Linnets, he would ſhew em me, 

And let me take em out. Dryd. Mar. 4 
Id pure me yet a little in my Ruin; 

Ah ſuffer, me to look my Life away TY, 

While, proſtrate at thy Fe ect, I tell my Love, P 

And et 85 n nn ne fen Appatia. 


Jeu s Farce Y Friendbip, 


COWARD. | n len 
Mix liver d Man, 


That boar'ſt a Check, for Blows, a Head 2 eh 
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Who haſt not in thy. Brows, an Eye diſcerning 


Thine Honour from thy — Shakef. King Leer. 


Trou yet 
Art living, canſt not, wilt not find the Road — 
To . great Palace of magnificent: Death, 
Tho' thouſand Ways lead to his thouſand. Doors, 
Which Day and Night are ſtill; unbar'd for all. wy 
0 


Cowanps have Courage when they ſee not- Death, 
And fearful Hares that fkeulk- in Forms all Day, 
Ye. fight their feeble Quarrels by the Moon-light ; 
But valiant Men - | 
Still love the Sun ſhould-witneſs what they do. 


A Cowarp ts the kindeſt Animal 
Tis the moſt forgiving Creature in a F icht. Dryd. Clæomi 
Co wan os dye many Times before their D 
The valiant never taſte of Death but once. 
Of all the Wonders that I yet have heard, 
It ſeems to me moſt ſtrange that Man ſhould fear c 
Seeing that Death, a necefſary E 


nd, | 
Will come when i it will come. Shakef. ul cr | 


cb EO D. 


| Tux every bearded Fellow that's buttyole'®- 
May draw with you. Millions are now alive, 
That nightly lye in thoſs unproper Beds, | \ 
Which they dare ſwear peculiar your Caſei is better; 
O *tis the Spite of Hell, the Fiends arch Mock, \ 
To lip a Wanton in a ſecure Couch, Lis i 
And to ſuppoſe her Chafte. No let me know, | 
And knowing what Jam, I know what ſhe ſhall be. 
| Do but incave your ſelf, | 
And mark the Fleers, the Gibes, and notable Scorns 
That dwell in every Region of his Face, 6 
For I will make him tell the Tale anew; | 
Where, hows dw oft how long ug, and hen — 
e 


＋ 


1 


' "wi 


the ENGLISH STAGE, 65 


He hath, and is again, to cope your Wiſ. 
ah REN Shakef. Othelk. 
I xxow our Country Diſpoſition well, 
In Venice, they do let Heaven ſee thoſe Pranks 
They dare not ſhew their Huſbands. 1; ae 
; Hap it pleas'd Heaven 1 
Io try me with Affliction, had he ind 
All kinds of Sores and Plagues upon my bare Head, 
S teep'd me in Poverty to the very Lips, 
Given to Captivity me and my Hopes, 
I ſhould have found in ſome Place of my Soul, 
A Drop of Patience. But alas to make me | 
A fd Figure for the Hand of Scorn,. 
To point his ſlow unmoving Finger at; 
Yet could I bear that too, well, very well. 
But there where I have garner er d up my 3 
Where either I muſt live. er bear no Life, 
The Fountain from the which. my Current runs, 
7 Orelſe dries up; to be diſcarded thence, 
Or keep it as a Ciſtern for foul Toads ork 
Io knot and gender in Turn thy Complexion tber: 
1 Sbalieſ. Orbell. 
Now the broad Shame comes ſtaring in 2 Face, * 
And Boys ſhall hoot the Cuckold as ke 
Rowe's ; Fair Pen. 
Max the Huſband's Curſe 
Light here upon my Forehead; for the Boys 
To find me out by, as I paſs along, THT 
The common. Scorn and- 0 oſ — FR Fools. ay 
\__ Sonth. Dies 
Sur might have number'd. out the Stars in Sin, 
Fed her hot Iuſtful Appetite with Change 21 
Of every high-ſed wanton Fool in Fhrence; 
Yet I had been happy ignoraatly bleſs'd : | 
Like a true Marriaze-Fool, I might have fat 
Contented at the lower End oth" F eaſt, 
To welcome all without a further Thought; 
And when the Buſineſs of the Day was over, * 
hen 


= 
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66 


When all the Company had danc'd her round, 

At Night I might have ta'en her to my Heart, 
With Praiſes on her Truth and Conſtancy, 

And Thanks to Heaven for ſuch a virtuous Wife. 
But to know my ſelf a Monſter! Death and Hell ! 


Children and Fools will have me in the Wind, 
And TI ſhall ſtink of Cuckold to the World. 
IT is a Woman's falſeſt vaineſt Pride, 
To boaſt a Virtue that has ne'er been try'd : 
In equal Folly too thoſe Huſbands live, 
Who peeviſhly againſt themſelves contrive 
By early Fears to haften on the Day; 
For Jealouſy but ſhews our Wives the Way : 
And if the forked Fortune be our Doom, | 
In vain we ſtrive, the Bleſſing will come home. 
O cCvuxs E of Marriage | 
That we can call thoſe delicate Creatures ours, 
And not their Appetites ! I had rather be a Toad, 
And live upon the Vapour of a 2 
Than keep a Corner in the Thing I love 
For other Uſes. Vet tis the Plague of great ones, 


rogati wd are they leſs than the Baſe; 
"Ti ea unthunabe like Death! 
PPY 


T had been happy if the gen ral Camp, | 

Pioneers and all, had taſted her ſweet Body, 

So I had nothing known. 55 

J ſwear tis better to be much abus'd, 

Than but to know't a little. 

What Senſe had I of her ſtol'n Hours of Luſt ? 

I faw it not, thought it not, it harm'd not me; 

I ſlept the next Night well, was free and merry; 

I found not Ga//'s Kiſſes on her Lips. | 

He that is robb'd, not wanting what is ſtol'n, 

Let him not know't, and he's not robb'd at all. | 
| 1 | Shakeſ. Othello. 
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CURSE. S Riva. 


BASIS 0 Fe 0g3 upon the, 
FF Th untented 9 —— of a aber C 
pierce every Senſe, about the. Thabo King Lear, | 
A the ſtored Vengeances of Heaven fall 
On her ungrateful Top, ſtrike her young Bones,, 
Jou taking Airs, wi Lameneſs. 
You nimble Lightnings, dart your blinding Flames 
Into her ſcomfl Eyes, Ars er ar F 
Vou fenſuck'd 2 drawn by the panels > Gan. 05 
I0o fall and bliſter.. . Shakeſ. * Lear. 
; Curs'p be my Days, and doubly guar: pf my . 
Blaſt be every Herb, and Fruit, and Tree! 
Curs'd be the Rain that falls upon a the Earth!“ 
And may the general Curſe reach Man and Beaſt. 
.__ Otw. Ven. Pref 
Cons > de the fatal Day that ga ave me Birth, 
— ral on wore in te rſt Ronde of Time at $4.1 
carm m 5 © 11GV CL © £116 
Racks, Hell, and burning Sulphur be LF ry 
| | Smith's P. Paras 
Mer all m Curſes, and ten thouſand more, 
Heavier than fall back upon my Head: 
| Pelion and Offa from the Giant's Grave, 
Be torn by ſome aven Deity, 
And hurl'd at me, a bolder Wretch than they, 


Who durſt invade the Skies. Dryd. Trail. Cref. 
Reb him, ye Fiends, any op nog Bag damn 
3 


May Hell bave infinite Stories, and this Devil ©: oy 


Be damn d beneath the POP Foundation. 
| Ties Cæſ. * 
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- _- -T evrse' thee not! 
For who can better curſe the Plague or Devil, 7 
Than to be what they are: That Curſe be thine.  W 
. Dryd. Don. Sclal. By 
Hear me, juſt Heav'ns! '2 
Pour down your Curſes on this wretched Head 
With neyer-ceafing Vengeance: Let Deſpair, | 
Dangers, or Infamy, nay all ſurround me. 
Starve me with Wantings ; let my Eyes ne'er ſee 
A Lightof Comfort, nor my Heart know Peace :, 

But daſh my Days with Sorrow, Nights with Horrors, 5 
Wild as my own Thoughts are. Orw. Ven. . = 
Lor Miſchiefs multiply, let ev'ry Hour | 5 

Of my loath'd Life yieid me Increaſe of Horror. 
Oh! let the Sun to theſe. unhappy y Eyes 
Ne'er ſhme again, but be eclips d er ever: 
May every Thing I look on ſeem a . | 
70 fill my Soul with L errors, . tilk I quite 
pet Jever had Humanity, 
grow a Curſer of the Works as Nature. - ou ons. 
Now Hell's blueſt Plague? 
Receive her quick, with all her Crimes ber: 


Let her fink ſpotted down: let che dark Holt - 
Make Room, and point; and hiſs ber as ffie goes * 


Let the moſt branded Ghoſts of OE = wap = 
Rejoice, and Here comes a blacker Fi a =; 
is | I'M; S 'Shaksf. Troil. and Cre. ö - 

0 a, ormenting Dreams, 12 of t JA 


And Hags of Fancy, wing him thr e Air, ob : 
From Precipites hurl him headlon E i EL 
Obarybdis roar, and Death be ſet before — 321 

; 6 ! H 


Een ke. 

K1np Heav'n! let heavy Curſes 3 Be 
Gall his old Age, Cramps, Aches, rack his Bones, ] 

And bittereſt Diſquiet his Heart. Ws 

Pe 


Oh! let him live till Life becomes a Burden; 
Let him groan under it long, linger an Age 
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And everlaſting. Anguiſh be "_m Portion. 


© Subtle in Curſes, thatexceeds alt others, | 
A His worſt Wiſh on the. Baum. Kine and no King. 
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In the worſt Agonies and. Pangs of Death, 
3 And find its Eale but late. | Ot. Ven. Pref. 


Bur Curſes: ſtick not: Could I kill with ( 


: l By Heav*n, I know: not thirty Heads in Venice | 
1 Should not;be. blaſted : Senators ſhould rot 
1 Like Dogs on Dunghills; but their: OI and Daugh- 


Die of their-own- Diſeaſes. Oh; For or 4. Curſe | 
Io kill with! Dia. 


RE Mons E and Heavineſs of Heart ſtill wait thee, 


Nord 2 Shere, 
Ix there ben Man: 5 


Ou! Iwill curſe thee ll thy frighted Soul 


: n Runs mad with Horru. Let's Ce. . 


'O-xEPAY him, 


ben great Avengert: Give him Bloodifor Med: 
” [7 Guilt _ him, Fiends purſue him, Lightnings blaſt 7 


Some bord curſed Kind of Death oertaks kim 
Sudden, and in the Fulneſs of his Sins. 2 72 


Rewe's Fare Short 
Now Furies laſh him with your Scorpion. * 8 


2 Give him the Torments of the eternal Damn' 


= Ante Vulture, and Zxior's. Wheel; 


| : om let his Pains-thro* circling! Ages laſt, 
Nor Time expiring, ſee his I orments * 


JT " 
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Jas Loy. Ges. 
Marx he be rooted where he ſtands for ever, 


i His Eye- balls never move; Brows be unbent; 
His Biood, his Liver, Entrails, Heart, and Bowels, 


Be blacker than the Place I wiſh him, Hell. Lee's Oed. 
Tas blueſt Blaſt of peſtilential Air, 
Strike, damp, deaden her Charms and kill her- Eyes; 
Perdition catch them both, and Ruin part 'em. 
Cong. M. Bride. 
A FaTHER's 
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AFarnzx's Curſe has Wings; 

Thro this World, and the next, it will purſue thee, | 

And ſink-thee down for erer. Dry. Love Triumph. 
Dis kAs Es wait em! Wherefore mould I curſe them? 
If that my Breath were ſulphurous as the Lightning, l 
That murders with a Blaſt; or like the Vapours, ' : 
The choaking Stench which thoſe that die o'th* Plague 
Send with their parting Groans; then I would curſe them, 
With Accents that ſhould poiſon from my Tongue, 15 
Deliver'd ſtrongly thro' my gnaſhing Teeth, 
More harſh, more horrible, and more outra ious, 
Than Envy in her Cave, or Madmen in their Dens: 


My . ſhould ſtammer in my earneſt Words; = 


My Eyes ſhould ſparkle like the beaten Flint; 
My hoary Hair ſhould: ſtart, and ſtand on end: 
And all VE ng Joints ſhould ſeem to curſe them. 


Lee's Cf. 225 1 
; My Heart will break, 5 
Unleſs I curſe them: Poiſon be their Drink: F 
Gall, Gall and Wormwood, Hemlock, Hemlock 2 
#5; quench them ; z 
Their ſweeteſt Shade, a Den of duſkiſh Adders; ; 
Their faireſt Proſpect, Fields of Bafiliſks; 
Their ſofteſt Touch, as ſoft as Viper's Teeth ; 
Their Muſick horrid, as the Hiſs of Dragons; 
And boding Shriech Owls make the Conſort full; 
All the foul Terrors of dark-ſeated Hell. 
Now by my Wrongs that turn my Heart to Steel, 
Well could I curſe away a Winter's Night, 
Tho' ſtanding naked on a Mountain's Top, | 
And think it . a Minute G in Sport. 5 
* e He. ao | 


— 


CUSTOM. 


en Evils change not on a Sudden, 
But many Days _ paſs, and PAY Sorrows: 5 4 
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Tis elſe Diſſimulation. 


But views not the near Sea come rolling on; 


the ENGLISH STAGE. 


Conſcious Remorſe and 22 muſt be felt, 
To curb Deſire, to break the 
And work a ſecond Nature in the Soul, 


ſtubborn Will, 


Each Virtue can remorſe the Place ſhe loſt, FEE 
Row's Uly/es. 
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DAMNATION. 


HAT do the damn'd endure, but to deſpair? 
But knowing Heaven, to know it loſt for 
ever? Cong. M. Bride. 
 - Bip the Damn'd be happy, 
WWbo in fad Flames for ever muſt be toſt, 
Yet ſtill in View of the loy'd Heaven they've loſt. | 
. . Otæu. Don. Carl. 
Ev'N thus in Hell wander the reſtleſs damn d; 
From ſcorching Flames to chilling Froſts they run; 
Then from their Froſts to Fires return again, 
And only prove Variety of Pain. Rowe's Tam. 
War] thou a Stateſman, | 
And make a Buſineſs of Damnation 
In ſuch a World as this! Why tis a Trade: 
The Scrivener, Uſurer, Lawyer, Shopkeeper, 
And Soldier, cannot live, but by Damnation: 
The Politician does it by Advance, 


And gives All-gone beforehand. Dad. Don Sebaſt. 


DANGER. 


I pip not ſpy the Danger, 

Without Fear J ſtood, | 

Like one who on a Beach decnes from far, | 
A labouring Bark with which the Billows War, 
Pities its State, wiſhing the Tempeſt gone, 


* 


ley double: too, and ey'ry Step I take 
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So did with me my unſeen Fortune Play, 
Till the Waves came and waſh'd me quite awa 


n Mith. 
Now I Yall a as upon a Rock, 
Environ'd with a Wilderneis of Sea, TE 
Who marks the waxing Tide go Wave 2 Wave, 
| ng-every where, ſome envious g 
Wil in hi 


s briniſh Bowels ſwallow him. 
Gazar Things thro? greateſt Hazards areatchiey'd, 


And then they ſhine. Beau. Loy. Sub. 
Da NOE x; thou Dwarf dreſs'd up in Giants ri 


gy; 5 


Shakef. Titus Andron. 


That ſnhewyit far off Kill greater than thou Art. 1 


| Br a divine Joſtinct Mens Minds miſtruſt, 
Purſuing Danger; as by Proof we ſee 
The Water {well before a boiſf rous ſtorm. 


Tis with a ſeeret Pleaſure I look 
And ſee the many Dangers I have paſs d:. 
The Merchant chus in dreadful Tempeſt toſs'd, 
Thron by the Waves on ſome unlook*d- fof Coast, 
Oft turns, and ſees with a delighted Eye, 
Midſt Rocks and Shelves the broken Bi Dy; 
And whib'it th* outragious Winds the Dep '+ lf | 
Smiles on the T _— and enjoys the Storm. 
Phil. Diſtreſſ. Moth. 


DARF VES. 


AL Ass! I am betray d to Darkneſs here, 95 


Darkneſs which Virtue hates, and Maids moſt fear ; 5 | 


Silence and Solitude dwell ev'ry where, | 

Dogs ceaſe to bark, the Waves more faintly roar, 
And roll themſelves aſleep upon the Shore; . 

No Noiſe but what my Footſteps make, and 

Sound dreadfully, and louder than by Day ; 


| They 
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Shakeſ. Richard III. 0 
back, | 
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Sounds thick, methinks, and more than one could make. 
Dryd. R. Lad. 
Ou! me does teach the Torches to burn bright; 
Her Beauty hangs upon the Cheek of Night; 


Fairer than Snow upon a Raven's Back, 


Or a rich Jewel in an Ethiqp's Ear; 
Were ſhe in yonder Sphere, ſhe'd ſhine ſo bright, 
That Birds would ſing, and think the Day were break- 
ing. Shakeſ. Rom. and Ful. 

HR Beauty gilds the more than Midnight Darkneſs, 
And makes it grateful as the Dawn of Day. 


Rowe's Fair Pen. 
DAUN TLE S S. See WrtTcn-Cassivs. 


Tu Damp of Death has quench'd her quite, 
Theſe ſpicy Doors her Lips are ſhut, cloſe lock d, 
Which never Gale of Life ſhall open more. Lee's Mith. 
O enz is gone, the talking Soul is mute, 
She's huſh'd, no Voice, no Muſick now 15 heard, 
The Bower of Beauty is more ſtill than Death, 
The Roſes fade and the melodious Bird, 


That wak'd. their Sweets has left em now for ever. 


| Lee's Alex. 
BE Witneſs for me, all ye Powers divine, 

If you be angry tis no Fault of mine; 

Therefore let Furies face me with a Band 

From Hell, my Virtue ſhall not make a Stand; 

Tho! all the Curtains of the Sky be drawn, 

And the * wink, young Ammon ſhall go on. bid 


DEAD. 


| * E's cold, N 
Her - Blood ; is ſettled, and her Joints are ſtiff; 
Death lies on her, like an untimely Froſt 
Upon the ſweeteſt Flower of all the Field. 
F, De; an 


—— 
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Dear that has ſuck'd the Honey of thy Breath, 
Has had no Power as yet upon thy Beauty: 
Thou art not conquer'd, Beauty's Enſign till 
Is Crimſon in thy Lips, and in thy Cheeks, 
And Death's pale Flag is not advanc'd yet there. id 
O now I grudge the Grave this heavenly Form! 
Thy Beauties will inſpire the Arms of Death, 
And warm the pale cold Tyrant into Life. | 
| South. Loyal Bro. 
Back, thou departed Life ! back to thy Cell, 
Her Heart! in Heaven thou canſt not ſweeter dwell, 
Move the ſtill Pulſe, and thaw each frozen Vein. 
| Lee's Soph. 
For ever gone f All her ſweet Stock of Breath 
Spent in one Sigh, the Riot of rich Death. Bid. 
Sug's gone! for ever gone! The King of Terrors 
Lays his rude Hands upon her lovely Limbs, 
And blaſts her Beauties with his icy Breath. 
1 : 5 Den. App. Virg. 
Tord, my Life! She's gone! 
And in her Cheeks are ſcatter'd Purple ſmiles, 
Like Streaks of Sunſhine from a ſetting Day. - 
Shakef. Coriol 


DEATH. See FEARS. 


O! Death! Iv'e ſought thee in the liſted Field, 
Midſt ſhouting Squadrons and embatt]'d Hoſts, 
Purſued thee in the Noon-day Sweat of War, 
And liſten'd for thee on the Midnight Watch. 

In frozen Regions, and in Sunburnt Climes, 

In Winds, in Tempeſts, and in troubl'd Seas, 

In every Element I ſought. But thou 

Haſt ſhun'd the Searcher in each dang*rous Path, 

| Spar'd him in Seas, in Battles and in Storms, 
Jo ſeize the weary Wand'rer at his Reſt, 
And fink him in the Coward Arms of Peace. 
Who, Providence, ſhall mark thy ſecret Ways, 
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the ENGLISH STAGE. 75 
Meaſure thy Wiſdom, or diſpute thy Power? 
SeavelP'; Sir Walt. Raæul. 
Tu E Glaſs is almoſt run, the Scene is ſhort, | 
Preſenting but one Object to my View; 
O eloquent, O juſt, O mighty Death, 
Who ſhall recount the Wonders of thy Hand! 
Whom none can counſel thou haſt well advis'd, 
And whiſper'd Wiſdom to the deafeſt Ear, 
Whom all have trembl'd at, thy Might has dar'd, 
Whom all have flatter d thou alone haſt ſcorn'd, 
And ſwept poor deify'd Mortality 
With common Aſhes to an humble Grave; > 
Long have I pluck d thy Terrors from my H cart, 
Calld thee Companion in my active Life, 
My ſolitary Days and ſtudious Hours, 

Made thee familiar to my Couch as Sleep. Bid. 
DeArn fhuns the naked Throat and proffer'd Breaſt, 
He flies when call'd to be a welcome Gueſt. | 

Seal. Ant. and Cleop. 
Vain Man! to. be ſo fond of breathing long, | 
And ſpinning out a thread of Miſery. 
The longer Life the greater Choice of Evil, 
The happieſt Man is but a wretched Thing, | 
That ſteals poor Comfort from Compariſon. Young” 2 
| I 5miLe at Death, | 
For living here is living all alone, 
To me a real Solitude, amidſt 
A Throng of little Beings grov'ling round me, 
Which yet uſurp one common Shape and Name; 
I thank theſe Wounds, the raging Pains which promiſe. . 
An Interview with Equals ſoon elſewhere. Young's Buſiris. 
NoTHING.more certain than to die, but when 
Is moſt uncertain: If ſo, every Hour 
We ſhould prepare us for the Journey, wich 
Is not to be put off. I muſt ſubmit 
To the divine Decree, not argue it, 
And cheerfully welcome it.  Beaum. Lowers Progreſs. 
Loy. no Man fear to * We love to lleep all, 2 
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And Death is but the founder Sleep; all Ages, 

And all Hours call us: Tis ſo common, ealy, 

That little Children tread thoſe Paths before us. 

Beaum. Hu. Lieut. 

Ts vaſt, this folid Earth, that blazing Sun, 

Thoſe Skies thro' which it rolls, muſt all have End: 

What then is Man, the ſmalleſt Part of Nothing? 

Day buries Day, Month Month, and Year the Year; 

Our Life is but a Chain of many Deaths: _ 

Can then Death's {elf be feard?” Our Life much rather: 

Life is the Defart, Life the Solitude; 

Death joins us to the great Majority; 

*Tis to he born to Plates and to Cæſars, 

*Tis-to be great for ever; 


*Tis Pleaſure, tis Ambition then todie. —— s Revenge. 


War art thou, O thou great myſterious Terror! 
The Way to thee we know; Diſeaſes, Famine, | 
Sword, Fire, and all thy ever open Gates, 

That Day and Night ſtand ready to receive us. 5 
But what's beyond them? Who will draw that Veil? 
Yet Death's not there No, tis a Point of Time, 
The Verge twixt mortal and immortal Beings, 

It mocks our Thought. On this Side all is Liſe, 

And when we've reach d it, in that very Inſtant 

Tis paſt the 8 of- Or if it be 

The Pangs, the Throws, the agonizing Struggle, 
When Soul and Body part; ſure I've felt it, 


And there's no more to fear Hughe's Siege Dam. 


DEaArk's a Name, 

By which poor gueſſing Mortals are deceiy'd ; 
* Tis no where to be found. Thou fly'ſt in vain 
From Life, to meet again with that thou fly'ſt; 
How wilt thou curſe thy Raſhneſs then? How ſtart, 
And ſhudder, and ſhrink back? Yet how avoid 

To put on thy new Being. Tbid. 

"T'1s but to die! | 

Tis but to do what at this very Moment, 


In many Nations of the R's Earth, 


MF: 


og 
— 
9 


Ad en: Mt OBS. TT FOE ¶ . ß] oh” x 


the ENGLISH STAGE. 77 
A thouſand and a thouſand ſhall do with me: 
'Tis but to cloſe my Eyes, an ſhut out Day-light, 
To view no more the wicked Ways of Men, 
And be. a weeping Witneſs of their Woes. 
Neoave's Fane Shore. 
Dar we ſhould prize as the bes Gift Nature, 2 
As a ſafe_Inn where weary Travellers, 5 
When they have journey'd thro” a World of Cares, 
May put off Life, and be at Reſt for ever, 
If 'twere in private, void of Pomp and Shewz ; 
But Groans, and weeping Friends, and ghaitly , 
Diſtract us with their {ad Solemnity : 
The Preparation' s the Executioner ; 
For Death unmaſk'd, ſhews me a friendly Face, 
And is a Terror only at a Diſtance. | _ 
For as the Line of ife conducts me on ; 
To Death's great Court, the Proſpect ſeems more 1 
'Tis Nature's Hoſpital, that's always ope open, 
To take us in when we have drain d the Sweets 
Of Life, or worn our Days to Age and Wretchedneſs 5 


Death's then a ſoft 40 a ſaſe Ment, | 
| . La Bre 
"&. was born to die: yes 


'Tis but ing Thought, and Life is nothing. 6 
Ages and Generations pais away, 
And with reſiſtleſs Force, like Waves o'er Waves, 
Rolls down the irrevocable Stream of Time, | 
Into the inſatiate Ocean For- ever. SteePs kali Lovers 
ALL the while I liv'd I haye been dying: 9 
Time equal Steps to Death and Life does give 
And thoſe that fear to die, muſt fear to live: 92 
Death reconcilgs he World, and Nature's Conde... 8 
And is a Pa of Order, and of Life. How: 77. pa 
Ty RANT, | FN ature | I would view thee near, 
Thou chief of Terrors, Death! n F orm ſo horrid, 
As even the Wretched un ? Leu. 5 Log. ns 
On Nature! Yo 
How doſt cba mock Mankind! t to o make him fü 
E f 
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And yet make him fear? Or when he loſt 

That Freedom, why did he not loſe his Fear ? 

That Fear of Fears, the Fear of what we know not, 

While yet we know it is in vain to fear it. | 

Death, and what follows Death, twas that which ſtamp'd 

A Terror on the Brow of Kings ; that gave 

Fortune her Deity, and Jove his Thunder: 

Baniſh but Fear of Death, thoſe Giant Names 

Of Majeſty, Power, Empire, finding nothing 

To be their Object, will be nothing too. 

Then he dares yet be free that dares to die, 

May laugh at the grim Face of Law, and ſcorn 

The cruel Wrinkle of a Tyr int's Brow. Denb. Soph. 

Poor Reaſon! what a wretched Aid art thou? 
For ſtill in fpite of thee, ara ages 
© 'Theſe two long Lovers, Soul and Body, dread _ 
: Their final Separation. | Dryd. Al for Love. 
Now Death draw near, a ſtrange Perplexity | 
Creeps coldly on me, like a Fear to die. 
Courage uncertain Dangers may abate, 

But who can bear th Approach of certain Fate? 
The Wiſeſt and the Beit ſome Fear may ſhow, 
And wiſh to ſtay, tho' they reſolve to go. 

As ſome faint Pilgrim, ftanding on the Shore, 
Firſt views the Torrent he would venture o'er, 
And then his Inn upon the farther Ground, - 

Loth to wade thro', and lother to go round; © 
Then dipping in his Staff, does tryal make 
How deep it is, and ſighing, pulls it back; 
Sometimes reſolv'd to fetch his Leap, and then 
Runs to the Bank, but there ſtops ſhort again: 
ST at ance > FE: | | 

Both heavenly Faith and human Fear 8 7 | 

And feel before me in an unknown Way. 5 

I Fs8L Death riſing higher ſtill and higher 
Within my Boſom; every Breath I fetch 
Shuts up my Life within a ſhorter Compaſs; . 
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the ENGLISH STAGE. 
And, like the vaniſhing Sound of Bells, grows leſs 
And leſs each Pulſe, till it be loſt in Air. ” on R. Lad. 
| Oun Sleep's a ſhort-liv'd Death; 
Either is but the Loſs of Time unknown, 
And he that ſleeps till from the Grave awak'd, 
Feels not that Gap in his Eternity 
To exceed a Moment. Cibber's Per. and Trad, 
; DrisrRuUsT and Darkneſs of a future State, 
Make poor Mankind ſo fearful of their Fate. 
Death in itſelf is nothing; but we fear 
To be we know not what, we know not where. 

Dryd. Auren. 
DEATH's a black Veil, cov'ring a beauteous Face 

Fear'd afar off 
hy erring Nature: A miſtaken Phantom 
A harmleſs lambent Fire! ſhe kiſſes cold, 
But kind, as ſoft and ſweet as my Cleora. 
= Oh! could we know 
What Joy ſhe brings, at leaſt, what Reſt from Grief! 
How ſhould we preſs into her friendly Arms, 


And be pleas'd not to be, or to be happy! Dryd. che. 
Ir ſhe be like m 2 

She is not dreadful ſu : Dad. All 1 Lenin 
DeaTn Ends our 8 

And the kind Grave ſhuts up the mournful Scene. 

Dryd. Sp. Fryar. 
Drarn to a Man in . is 3 2 ns I 
e 


Tu Dead are only happy, Dying: 
The Dead are ſtill, . ing Slumhers hol 
He who is near his Death, but turns about, 
Chuffles a while to make his Pillow eaſy, - 
Then flips into his Shroud and reſts for ever. | 
Lee's Co, Ber. 
Dran is the Privilege of hutgan Nature; ö 
And Life without it were not worth our taking. 
Thither the Poor, the Pris'ner, and the 3 ef. 
Fly for Relief, and lay their Burdens down... 
Roawe's Fate. Pen. 
E 4 | I wisn 
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I wis to die, yet dare not Death endure; 
Deteſt the Med'cine, yet deſire the Cure. 
. og had I Courage but to meet my Fate; 
hat ſhort dark Paſſage to a future State; 
'That melancholy Riddle of a Breath, 
That Something, or that Nothing, after Death. 
4 Dryd. Aufen. 
Cowarps die many times before their Death, 
The Valiant never taſte of Death but once. | 
| Shakef. Jul. Ca ſar. 
Bur Men with Horror Diſſolution meet; 
The Minutes e' en of painful Life are ſweet. 
|  _Doyd. R. Lad. 
Poor abjet Creatures! How they fear to die? 
Who never knew one happy Hour in Life, 
Yet ſhake to lay it down. Is Load fo pleaſant ? 
Or has Heav'n hid the Happineſs of Death, 
That Men may dare to live? Dryd. Don Sebaſt. 
WHaen the Sun ſets, Shadows that ſhew'd at Noon 
But ſmall, appear moſt long and terrible: 
So when we think Fate hovers o'er our Heads, 
Our Apprehenſions ſhoot beyond all Bounds ; 
Owl, Ravens, Crickets, ſeem the Watch of Death; 
Nature's worſt Vermin ſcare her Godlike Sons. 
Echoes, the very leaving of a Voice, | 
Grow babling Ghoſts, and call us to our Graves. 
Each Mole-hill Thought fwells to a huge Ohmpus ; 
While we, fantaſtick Dreamers, heave and puff, 
And ſweat with an Imagination's Weight. Lee's Qed, 
DRA is not dreadful to a Mind reſolv'd; 
It ſeems as nat'ral as to be born. 
Groans, and Convulſions, and diſcolour'd Faces, 
Friends weeping round us, Blacks, and Obſequies, 
Make Death a dreadful Thing. The Pomp of Death 
Is far more terrible than Death it ſelf. Lee's L. F. Brut. 
'T'rs not the Sich, Leſſon got by rote, - 
The Pomp of Words, and pedant Diſſertation, 
That can ſupport thee in that Hour of Terror, 


x 
of 


Bcoks 


Bo Fc > va 


— Mm — — 


|» | 


the ENGLISH STAGE. 81 
Books have taught Cowards to talk nobly of it, 
But when the Tryal comes, they ſtart and ſtand aghaſt. 
2 D "One Pen. 
DzaTr's. dark Shades 1 
Seem as wh Jobrneyſan to loſe their Horror: e ee tk 
At near Approach, the Monſters form'd by Fear 
Are vaniſh'd all, and leave the Proſpect clear. 
Amidit the gloomy Vale a pleaſing Scene, 
With Flowers adorn d, and never-fading Green, 
Inviting ſtands to take the Wretched in. 
No Wars, no Wrongs, no Tyrants, no Deſpair, 47 wb 
Diſturb the Quiet of a Place fo fair,.  ,, >; 
But injur'd abba: d e chere. i „ 
Kaus Tamerlane.. 
Darn only can bers e 
Io Innocence tis like a Bugbear, dreſs'd 
Io frighten Children: Pull but off his Maſk _ 
And he'll appear a Friend. 15 Dope: 2 
On, that I leſs could fear to lee chi Being! a>” 
Which, like a Snow-ball in my Coward Hand, He 
The more *tis Raffi 1 ape * , 8 
| D All for YE 
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SEr where che Deer trot * one another, 8 
Male, Female, Father, Daughter, Mother, Seu 7547 
Brother and Siſter, ming'd all together; ; 
No Diſchment they! know, but in delightful 
Wildneſs andrF n lay; Health and lu, 55 
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DEFORMITY 


Tay Mother felt more than a Mother's Pain, 
And yet brought forth leſs than a Mother's Hope, 
An indigeſted Lump. Shake. Rich. III. 

Cu RATED of Feature by diſſembling Nature; 
Deform'd, unfiniſh'd, ſent before my Time 
Into this breathing World, ſcarce half made up, 

And that ſo lamely and unfaſhionable, Pork 
That Dogs bark at me as I halt by them. 
I that in this weak piping Tune of Peace, 
Have no Delight to paſs away the Time, 
Unleſs to view my ere in the Sun, 
And deſcant on my own Deſormity. Did. 
Tuo elfiſh, mark'd, abortive Monſter! 
Thou that waſt Heal'd, in thy Nativity, 
'The Slave of Nature, and the Son of He!l! 
Thou Slander of thy heavy Mother's Womb ! Bid. 
THov talk of ſacred Love! 
Haſt thou a Nook in all that huddi'd Form 
Fit for ſo ſoft a Gueſt ? It cannot be. 
Fly from my Sight, thou bungl'd Botch of Nature, 
Thou Snuff of Life, and Ruins of a Man! Ibid. 
Cons E Nature, 
That ne' er reform'd thy Drofs! Curſe thy own Fate, 
That warm'd that unconcoRed Lump to Life, 
_ Haltfiiſhdi into Man! 
Tov art a Thing ſo daes 
Nature has mut thee quite from that thou art:: 
Made like the Bird of Night, to be purſu'd, 
Abhorr'd, and loath'd * all thy Fellow - Creatures. 
_Shakef. Tavelfth Night. 
Wur 2 renounc'd me in my Mother's Womb, 
And, for I ſhould not deal in her ſoft Laws, 5 
He did corrupt frail Nature with ſome Bribe, 
To ſhrink my Arm thus like a weather'd Shrub; 
To make an envious Mountain on my Back, 
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Where ſits Deformity to mock my Body ; 

Jo ſhape my Legs of an unequal Size; 

Jo diſpropor:ion me in ev'ry Part, 
Like to a Chaos, or unlick'd Bear's Whelp, 

' ©” That carries no Impreſſion like the Dam. | 
: | | Shakeſ. Hen. VI. 

” NaTURE her ſelf ſtart back when thou wer't born, 

And cry'd, The Work's not mine. 

The Midwife ſtood aghaſt; and when ſhe ſaw 

” Thy Mountain Back, and thy diſtorted Legs, 

Thy Face it ſelf 

> Half-minted with the Royal Stamp of Man, 

And half o'ercome with Beaſt, ſhe doubted long 

Whoſe Right in thee were more; 

And knew not if to burn thee in the Flames 

Were not the holier Work. 7 

Am ] to blame, if Nature threw my Body 

In fo perverſe a Mould ?. Yet when ſhe caſt 


| Her envious Hand upon my ſupple Joints, 


= Unable to reſiſt, and rump!'d them 

On Heaps in their dark Lodging; to revenge 

Her bungled Work, ſhe ſtamp'd my Mind more fair. 

And as from Chaos, huddl'd and deform'd, 

Ihe Gods ſtruck fire, and lighted up the Lamps 

Iuhat beautify the Sky; ſo ſhe inform'd 5 

* 'Thisill-ſhap'd Body with a daring Soul, | 

And making lefs than Man, ſhe made me more, 

No! Thouw'rt all one Error, Soul and Body 
The firſt young Tryal of ſome unſkiii'd Power, 

Rude in the Making-Art, and Ape of Fove/ 

Thy Body opens inward to thy Soul, 

And lets in Day to make thy Vices ſeen: 

Thy crooked Mind within hunch'd out thy Back, 
And wander'd in thy Limbs: Thou Blot of Nature 
Thou Enemy of Eyes? Excreſcence of a Man! 

3 / Lee's Oedip. 
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DESART. 


8o where our wide Namidian Waſtes extend, 
Sudden th' impetuous Hurricanes deſcend, 
Wheel thro' the Air, in circling Eddys play, 
Tear up the Sands and ſweep whole Plains away; 
The Helpleſs Traveller with wild ſurprize, 
Sees the dry Deſart all around him riſe, 
And {mother'd in the duſt 4 whirlwind dyes. 


Addi ſon's Cake | 


DE Z UG] E. *% MzxT1NG, 


DESPAIR. 


Wia Miracle 7 
Can work me to Hope, Heav'n here is Wunrupt 
The wondring Gods bluſh at the want of Power, 
And mow abaſh'd confeſs they cannot help me. 


Lees Mith. 


*T 38" Ts: w my Hopes are yaniſhing as Clouds, 
Lighter than Childrens Baubles blown by Winds : 
My Merit, but the raſh Reſult of Chance! 

My Birth unequal! all the Stars againſt me; | 
Power, Promiſe, Choice, the Living, and the Dead; 
Mankind my F oes, and only xe to friend me! 


As with one 
Who, RT o'er, a wide barten Waite 
Views the laſt Circles of the ſinking Sun, | 
Then gazing round, quite deſtitute of Hors, ; Te. 
Forſaken, and forlorn, fits ſighing down, 

'To mix with Night, and entertain Deſpair. 


vr Tris Pomp of Horror 
Is fit to bat the Frenzy in m y Soul : 
Here's Room ſor Meditation cen to * 
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Jill the Mind burſt with thinking.  Rowe's Fair Pen. 


Hk makes his Heart a Prey to black E 8 
He eats not, drinks not, ſleeps not, has no Uſe 


Of any Thing but Thought: Or if he talks, 


'Tis to himſelf, and then 'tis perfect Raving: 
Then he defies the World, and bids it paſs: * 
Sometimes he gnaws his Lips, then draws his Mouth 
Into a ſcornful Smile. Dryd. All for Lowe. 
I aM here! and thus the Shades of Night around ey) 
J look as if all Hell were in my Heart! 
And Iin Hell! Nay, ſurely tis ſo with me; 
For every Step I tread, methinks ſome Fiend 
Knocks at my Breaſt, and. bids it not be quiet. _ 
I have heard how deſp'rate Wretches, like my ſelf, 
Have wander'd out at this dead Time of Night, 
To meet the Foe. of Mankind in his Walks: 
Sure I'm fo curſt, that, tho' of Heav'n forſaken, 
No Minſter of Darkneſs cares to tempt me. ; 
„ Orw, Ven. Preſ. 
Mx fad Soul has 1 
Form'd a difnal melancholy Scene; 
Such a'Retreat as I would wiſh to find: 
An unfrequented Vale, o'ergrown with Trees 
Moſſy and old, within whoſe loneſome Shades 
Ravens and Birds j Hl-omen'd only dwell; 
No Sound to break: the Silence, but a Brook,. 
That bubbling winds among the Weeds; no 7 8 
Of any human Shape that Kad been r * 
Unleſs a Skeleton of ſome poor Wreteh, 1 
Who had long ſince, like me, by Love undone, , 
Sought that ſad Place out to deſpair and die in. 
| Rowe's Fair Pak 
Winds: bear me to ſome barren Iſland, | 
Where Print of human Feet was never ſeen; 
rown. with Weeds of ſuch a monſtrous Height, 
re baleful Tops. are waſh'd with bellawing = 
teneath whole Ferſemous Shade I. may have vent * 
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For Horror that would blaſt the barbarous World. 
| Lee's Oed. 
TarERE let me groan my Horrors on the Earth; 
There bellow out ray utmoſt Gall! 
There ſob my Sorrows till I burſt with Sighing ! 
There gaſp and languith out my wounded Soul? Bid. 
I Fancy 
I'm turn'd wild, a Commoner of Nature; 
Of all forſaken, and forſaking all: 
Living in a ſhady Foreſt's Silvan Scene, 
Stretch'd at my Length beneath ſome blaſted Oak 
I lean my Hand upon the moſſy Bark, | 
And look juſt of a Piece, as I = from it; 
My uncomb'd Locks, matted like Miſletoe, __ 
Hang o'er my hoary Face; the Herd come jumping by 


me, 
And, fearleſs, quench their Thirſt while I look on, 
And take me for their Fellow-Citizen. | 
3 | Dryd. All for Lowe. 
THER: is a ſtupid Weight upon my Senſes, 
A diſmal ſullen Stilneſs, that ſucceeds 
The Storm of Rage and Grief; like filent Death, 
After the Tumult and the Noiſe of Life. 5 
Would it were Death, (as ſure tis wond' rous Iike it,) 
For I am fick of living: My Soul's pall'd, 
She kindles not with Anger or Revenge. 
Love was th' informing active Fire within; | 
Now that is quench'd, the Maſs forgets to move, 
And longs to mingle with its Kindred Earth. 
6g | Rew's Fair Pen. 
Fox cold Deſpair begins to freeze my Boſom, 
And all my Pow'rs are now reſoly'd on Death. 
; Lee's Theed. 


Tuxkz's nothing in this World can make me Joy: 

Life is as tedious as a twice-told Tale, | 

Vexing the dull Ear of a drouſy Man. Sh. K. John. 
On! I have Cauſe to curſe my Life, my Being; 

To curſe each Morn, each cheerful Morn, that m_ 
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With healing Comfort on its balmy Wings 
Z Toev'ry wretched Creature but my ſelf, _ 
I Tome it brings more Pain and iterated Woes. 


5 | Rowe's UH. 

WarTHeR ſhall I fly? 
Where hide me and my Miſeries together? 
O Belvidera! I'm the wretched'ſt Creature 
Eier crawi'd on Earth. Now, if thou haſt Virtue, help 
51 me; | 
Take me into thy Arms, and ſpeak the Words of Peace 
Io my divided Soul that wars within me, | 
And raiſes every Senſe to my Confuſion. 
By Heav'n, I am tott'ring on the very Brink 
Off Peace, and thou art all the Hold I've left : 
Do thou at leaſt with charitable Goodneſs 
Aſſiſt me in the Pangs of my Afflictions. 
Could'ſt thou but think how I have ſpent that Night, 
Dark and alone, no Pillow to my Head, 1 
Reſt in my Eyes, nor Quiet in my Heart, | 
Thou would not, Belvidera, ſure thou wou'd'ſt not 
Talk to me thus; but like a pitying Angel, ; 
Spreading thy Wings, come ſettle on my Breaſt, 
And hatch warm Comforts there, &er Sorrow 

freeze it. 

Why then, poor Mourner, in what baleful Corner 
Haſt thou been talking with that Witch the Night? 
On what cold Stone haſt thou been ſtretch'd along? 
Gathering the grumbling Winds about thy Head, 

To mix with theirs the Accents of thy Woes. 

Let us embrace, and from this very Moment 
Vow an eternal Miſery together. 

And wilt thou be a very faithful Wretch? 

Never grow fond of cheerful Peace again? 
Wilt thou with me ſtudy to be unhappy, 
And find out Ways how to encreaſe A fflictions? 
We'll inftitute new Arts unknown before, 
To vary Plagues, and make them look like new ones. 
ft et cd fron. e vi 07 ao N 
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Al Hope of Succout, 'byt from thes, & SAT: | * 
As when upon the Sands the Travellet th 
Sees the high Sex come roll ns from afar, 

The Land grow ſhort, he mends his weary _— 
While Death behind him'coyers all che Place: 
So I by ſwift Misfortunes am purſu'd, 
Which on each cther are Hie Waves renew d. 
„ Ind. E mp. 
Tus deans in Hel 8 no greater Pain, .. 
Than ſeeing Heaven from far with hopeleſs Eyes. 
Dpa. & 2500 Loke, 
Our Woes: are like the genuine Shades beneath, | 
Where Fate cuts off the very Hope of Day, Foal 
And everlaſting Night and Horror reign. 
Row's Tamerlane. 
Have I not cauſe to rave, and beat my Breaſt, 
To rend my Heart with Grief, and run RP | 

Talk not of Comfort, tis for lighter mw | 
J will indulge my Sorrows and give way. Spd 
To all the Pangs and Fury of Deſpair. * A. 7 Cav. 

BE dumb for ever, len as the Grave; 
Nor let thy fond officious Love diſturb 
My ſolemn Sadneſs with the Sound of Joy: 
If thou wilt ſooth me, tell ſome diſmal Tale 
Of pining Diſcontent and black Deſpair; 1 
For, oh! L'ye gone around thro' all my Tos fol 
7 5 all are 55 4 8 75 Love or Fame, Zope 5 | 

n my dear Peace 0 "Mind is loſt for eher. res 

0 * Hit Peg. 

O LET me hunt oy trayerd Wees 4 eee 

Range the wide. Waſte of deſolate Deſpait; 5 ö "I 3 of 
Start any Hope: Alas, I loſe m er Mal mu bu. x 
' Fis pathleſs dark, ind barren a fo me. olg Os an. 
Cuus then the gloomieſt Part thro” all the . 
Throw thy abandon d Body on the Ground, 5 N 
With thy bare Breaſt lie wedded to the Dew; | 
There 4s thou dfink'ſt the Tears that cb une: 
S0 fitecct?'d, "tefolve to lie till Death ſhall feize thee 3 
1 5 Thy 


A 
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Thy ſorrowful Head hung o'er ſome tumbling Stream, 
| To rock thy Griefs with. melancholy Sounds, 

With broken Murmurs, and redoubPd Groans, 

To help the Gurgling of the Waters Fall: 

Or if thy Paſſion will not be kept in, 

As in that Glaſs of Nature thou ſhalt view 

Thy ſwoll'n drown'd Eyes with the inverted Banks, 4 
The Tops of Willows, and their Bloſſoms turn d, 
With all the under Sky, ten Fathom down, ö 
Wiſh that the Shadow of the ſwimming Globe 

Were ſo indeed, that thou might'| leap at Fate, 
And hurl thy Fortune headlong at the Stars. 8 a 
Nay, do not bear it, turn thy wat'ry Face 
To yond miſguided Orb, and aſk the Gods 
For what bold Sin, they doom the wretched Tru hr” 
To ſuch a Loſs as that of Teraminta ? Ke 
O Teraminta ! I will groan thy Name, | 

Till the tir'd Echo faint with Repetition, · | 5 

Till all the breathleſs Grove, and quiet M yrtles, ä 
* with my Sighs, as if a Tempeſt blow d 'em. 


Lee's L. J. Brutus. 1 


DEYOTION > 92 2 
METHinKs at ſuch a glorious Reſignation, 
The angelick Orders ſhou'd at once deſcend 
In all the Paint and Drapery of Heav'n, 


With charming Voices and with lulling Strings 
"Grace to ſuch triumphant Zeal. _.., 


To give full 
| Lee's Theod. 
No Eloquence can paint PSs > | 


The Rapture and Devotion of my Soul, 
You. have new form'd, new moulded my Conception, 
And by the Platform of a Work divine, 8 
New fram'd, new built me, to your own Deſires -... 
Throw all the Lumber of my Paſhons _ - . 
And made my Heart a Manſion of Perfection; 1 
Clean as an Anchorite's Gkot or Vot'ry's Cell, 


4 A. 


. 
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And ſpotleſs as the Glories of his Steps, M 
Whom we far off adore. | Did. Ti 
| DevorTion in Diſtreſs | A 

Is born, but vaniſhes in Happineſs. Dryd. Tyr. of Love. FE 
ieee 8 

Ir but as well J other Accents borrow, | A 
And can my Speech diſuſe my good Intent | A 
May carry through it ſelf to that full Iſſue, : 
For which I rag'd my Likeneſs. Shake. K. Lear. 

Tv heard the Powers themſelves of old for Love, ; 
Far leſs than mine have left their ſtarry Thrones, 1 
And hid their dagling Forms in brutal Shapes; 
Leſs charming were the Beauties which they ſort, | A 
And more their Condeſcenſion. Trap's Bran. 1 

DISAPPOINTMENT M Lovk. . 
| = 

Ax then the Joys of this bleſs'd meeting daſh'd E 
So ſocn, ſo ſoon will Fortune ſnatch thee from me, 1 
And mock my vain Embraces. Thus like one 7 
Who in a Dream with mighty Toil and Labour, 0 
Strives to embrace ſome viſionary Form, | E 
Juf as he ſeems to claſp the lovely Object, 4 

t ſlides away and vaniſhes to Air: | 
So I who thro” oppoſing Difficulties, 8 
Have cut my tedious Way to thy lov'd Arms; BW 
At length am diſappointed, and but ſee thee F 
To take my laſt Farewell. O flipp'ry State 
Of human Pleaſures, fleet and i Ed 


Given us and ſratch'd again in one ſhort Moment, 
Io mortify our Hopes, and edge our Suff rings. | 
9 5 | 8 Traps Abram. *© 
O Love! how are thy precious ſweeteſt Moments | 

Thus ever croſt, thus vex'd with Diſappointments! 
Now Pride, now Fickleneſs, fantaſtick Quarrgls, 
And ſullen Coldneſs give us Pain by Turns; 105 


* And Love were not the Buſineſs of our Lives. 
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Malicious meddling Chance is ever buſy 
To bring us Fears, Diſquiet, and Delays ; 
And ev'n at laſt, when, after all our waiting, 


| Eager we think to ſnatch the dear- bought Bliſs, 


Ambition calls us to its ſullen Cares, 


And Honour, ſtern, impatient of Neglect, 
Commands us to forget our Eaſe and Pleaſures, 


As if we had been made for nought but Toil, 
Rewe's UN. 
e 


TI cannoT love, to counterfeit is baſe 


| And cruel too; diſſembl'd Love is like 
= The Poiſon of Perfumes, a killing Sweetneſs. 


| 5 Seabells Sir Walt. Raw. 
Forc1ve me then ye faithful Nymphs and Swains, 


reach me to look like you, to ſteal your Pains; | 


To make diſſembl'd Tears ſucceſsful ſtart, 


And dropping ſeem to cool the love- ſick Heart: 


Then when you view me ſtruggling in the Snare, 


Of lying Fears, fick Hopes and faiſe Deſpair; 


For the ſad Tryal let your Pity plead, 
And Heay'n who nad the Cauſe, excuſe the Deed. 


| Ibid. 
Way, I can ſmile, and murder while I ſmile; 
And cry Content to that which grieves my Heart, 
And wet my Cheeks with artificial Tears, : 
And frame my Face to all Occaſions. 2 
a wa * Shakef. Hen, VI. Part 3. 
Tuo ſhalt not break yet, Heart; nor ſhall ſhe know 
My inward Torment by my eutward Show. . 
To let her ſee my Wea f were too baſe, 
Difſembl'd Quiet ſit upon my Face; 
My Sorrow to my Eyes no Paſſage find, 
But let it inward fink, and drown my Mind; 5 
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Falſhood ſhall want its Triumph: I begin Fa 

To ſtagger, but il prop my ſelf within; 5 

The ſpacious Tower no Ruin ſhall diſcloſe, 

Till down at once the mighty F abrick x Hes, 

yd. Auren. 
In vain you ſooth me with your ſoft Endearments, 

And ſet the faireſt Countenance to View; 

Your gloomy Eyes betray a Deadneſs, 

And inward Languiſhing: That Oracle 

Eats like a ſubtle Worm its venom'd Way, 

Preys on your Heart, and rots the noble Core, 

| Howe'er the beauteous Outſide ſhews ſo OP 
| 8 Lee's Ou. 


DISSIMULATION. 


Dis81MULATION dwells 
As at her Home i in every ſmile he wears. 
Sewel's Sir Walt. Raw. 
Loox freſh and merrily, 
Let not our Looks put on our: Purpoſes, 
But bear it as our Roman Actors do, 
With untir'd Spirits and a formal Conflancy. 
_ Shakeſ. Fel. FS 
Wren Devils will their blackeſt Sins put on, 
They do ſuggeſt at firſt with heav'nly ſhews, 
As I do now. © © 3 Shakef. Othelh. 
Noruixo is more tedious to a wretch 5 
Orewhelm'd with Miſery, than to diſſemble 3 
His Grief and be deny'd to give it Vent; : 4 5 Aran. 
Now we muſt ſhew a Maſterpiece i 
To meet the Man whom we wou'd.. 127. an End of of, 5 
Een at that Time when moi til War's Wich 1 
When the Blood'boils and flaſhés to be at him; 
Yet then to ſhew the Signs of heartieſt Love,. | 
To cringe, to Ern, to mile, to weep, to far 


Tess Ma ff. of 1.25 
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Wzr'LL mock the Time with faireſt Show ; ; 
Fair Face muſt hide wang the falſe Heart does know. 
"_— Mach. 
Tay very. Looks are Lye, email Falſhood N 
Smiles 1 in thy Lips, and flatters in thy Eyes. 


Smith's Tout. Hip. 
Cu ss on him 


| Firſt flatter'd with his Tongue; on her that firſt 
| Difſembr'd in her Silence: 
What Miſeries have they entail'd on Life, 
To bring in Fraud and Diffidence in Love! 
* Simplicity's the Dreſs of honeſt Paſſion; 
| Then why our Arts, why to a Man enamour'd, 
That at our Feet effuſes all his Soul, - 
| Myſt Wines cold oro * to her ſelf and him. 
| Steel's by. Lov. 


DISTRACTION. 


A Trovsand Thoughts prey on my tortur'd Soul, 
And whirling Fancy turns my Senſes round. 

He South. Loy. Bro. 

| On hide me from him 
Ye Walls, ye Pillars, from your Baſis ſtart, 
And cruſh me with your Fall, ye vaulted Rook: : 
Farth ope, and living in thy Womb involve me; 
Confuſion feize me, Madneſs waſte my Reaſon, 
| That I may never, never think again. | 
| 8 of C * 
War ſhall I do? His Fury wildly . 
Champs upon the Curb: 

Anon it foams, and ftarting with a Wo.” | 
| Hurries him headlong far from Reaſon's Road: 
I ſhake, I tremble at the diſmal Conſequence; 
I can no longer bear this mortal Agony 


In him nay, ak acai my ſelf I love. Den. Ib. 
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Dovzr i is ſome Eaſe to thoſe that fear * worſt. 
Did. St. Inn. 
Anp yet 


A kind of Weight hangs heavy at my Heart; 
My flagging Soul flies under her own Pitch, 
Like Fowl in Air, too damp, and lugs along 
As if ſhe were a Body in a Body, 
And not a mounting Subſtance 1 of Fire. 
My Senſes too are dull, and ſtupifi d, 
Their Edge rebated; ſure ſome Il approaches, 
And ſome kind Spirit knocks ſoftly at my Soul, 
To tell me Fate's at Hand. Deryd. Don Seba. 
Come to my Arms, far dearer than my Soul; 
To doubt my Paſſon, ſhews how well thou lov; 3 
Such kind Suſpicion gives me new Delight, | 
And I am bleſt beyond a Mortal's Share. 
Wiſem. Nun 
On ! how this Tyrant Doubt torments my Breaſt! 
My Thoughts, like Birds when frighted from their Reſt 
Around the Place, where all was huſh'd before, 
Flutter and hardly flutter, and hardly ſettle any more. 
Otav. Don. Cork, 


W 
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DREAMS. 


3 one, 
Who in a Dream with mighty Toil and Labour, 
Strives to embrace ſome viſionary Form, 
pu as he ſeems to claſp the lovely Object, 
t ſlides away and vaniſhes to Air.  Trap's - Ta 
Ae one who in ſome frightful Dream would ſhun 
His preſſing Foe, labours in vain to run, 
And his own Slowneſs in his Sleep bemoans 
With thick ſhort Sighs, weak Cres, and tender Groans. 
Dad. Cong. of Gran. 
| A DREAM 


Sr = A 


a 
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A DREAM Gertook me at my waking Horr 
This Morn; and Dreams, they ſay, are then divine, 
When all the batmy Vapours are exhal'd, 1 
And ſome d erpow'ring God continues Sleep. 
| | | Dryd. Don Sebap. 


DRINKING. 


Mx Heart is Thirſty for that noble Pledge, 
Fill, Lucius, till the Wine o'er ſwells the Cup, 
J cannot drink too much of Brutu Love. 
Shak. Ful. Ceſar, 
Lr each indulge his Genius, each be glad, 
Jocund, and free, and ſwell the Feaſt with Mirth ; 


Z The ſprightly Bowl ſhall cheerfully go round, 


None ſhall be grave, or too ſeverely wiſe: 
| Loſſes and Diſappointments, Cares and Poverty, 
The rich Man's Inſolence, and great Man's Scorn, 
In Wine ſhall be forgotten all. To Morrow 
Will be too ſoon to think, and to be wretched. 
| | Rows Fair Penitent. 
Come to the Banquet all, 
And revel out the Day, *tis my Command; 
Gay as the Perfan God, our ſelf will ſtand, 
With a crown'd Goblet in our lifted Hand : 
Young Ammon and Statira ſhall go round, | 
While antick Meaſures beat the burden'd Ground, 
And to the vaulted Skies our Clangors ſound. | 
All drink it deep, and while it flies about, 
Mars and Bellona join to make us Muſick. 
A hundred Bulls be offer'd to the Sun, 
White as his Beams : Speak the big Voice of War, 
Beat all our Drums, and blow our ſilver Trumpet, 
Till we provoke the Gods to act our Pleaſures 
In Bowls of Nectar, and replying Thunder. 
: | Lee's Alex. 


Haro 
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Ha xp are the Laws of Love's deſpotick Rule, 

And every Joy is trebly bought with Pain. 

Crown we the Goblet then, and call on Bacchus, 

Bacchus ! the jolly God of laughing Pleaſures. 

Bid ev'ry Voice of Harmony 3 

Apollo's Lyre, and Hermes tuneful Shell: 

Let Wine and Muſick join to ſwell the Triumph, 

To ſmooth uneaſy Thoughts, and lull Deſire. . 
| Robe s Ul. 


DROWNING. 


| Hx in the general Rout 
Miſtool: a ſwelling Current for a Ford, a 
And in Mucazor's Blood was ſeen to riſe. 
Thrice was he ſeen, at length his Courſer plung'd, 
And threw him off, the Waves whelm'd o'er him, 
And helpleſs in his heavy Arms he drown'd. 


| a Dryd. Don Seb. 
Lixe fome deſpairing Wretch,,  _ 
That boldly plunges in the frightful Deep, 
Then pants and ſtruggles with the whirling Waves, 


And catches every ilender Reed to fave him. 5 


Smith's. Phed. and Hip. 
c „De ON 


Tux to a Dungeon's Depth, I ſent both bound, 
Where ſtow'd with Snakes and Adders now they lodge, 
Iwo Planks their Bed, ſlipp'ry with Ooze and Lime, 
The Rats bruſh o'er-their Faces with their Tailes, 
And croaking Paddocks crawl upon their Limbs. | 

Dryd. King Arth. 
Haſte to the Dungeon, plunge them down 

Far from the Hopes of Day, then let them lie 
Bamiſh'd this World, while yet alive and groan 
In Darkneſs and in Horror, let double Chains 
| : 4 | | Conſume 
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Conſume the Fleſh: of Memnon's loaded Limbs, 

Till Death ſhall knock them off. Young's Buſiris. 

T am rivaPd by his Chains, they claſp 

The Hero round (a cold unkind Embrace) 

And but an Earneſt of far worſe to come. 

While he my Soul in Dungeon-darkneſs clos'd, 

Breaths damp unwholeſome Steams, and lives on Poiſon. 
0 | id. 


DYING. 


| Can I behold thee thus ? 
See the pale Fingers of approaching Death, 
Damping thoſe Beauties, chilling all thy Flames, 
And only moan thee with an idle Sorrow. 
Seæbell's Sir Walt. Rawls. 
Sur E I am near upon my Journey's End, Ms 
My Head runs round, my Eyes begin to fail ; 
And dancing Shadows ſwim before my Sight: 
I can no more: Receive me, thou cold Earth, 
Thou common Parent take me to thy Boſom, 
And let me reſt with the. Nove F. Shore, 
TuERE Life gave way, and the laſt roſy Breath _ 
Went in that Sigh, Death like a brutal Victor 
Already entred, with rude Haſte defaces 
The lovely Frame he's maſter d: See how ſoon 
Thoſe ſtarry Eyes have loſt their Light and Luftre. 
A deadly Cold has froze the Blood, 
The pliant Limbs grow ſtiff and loſe their Uſe, 
And all the animating Fire is quench d. 
Even Beauty too is dead, an aſhy Pale 
Grows over the Roſes, the red Lips have loſt 
Their fragrant Hue, for want of that ſweet Breath, 
That bleſs'd 'em with its Odours as it paſs d. 
Robe s Tamerlane, 
More ſhe was ſaying, but Death ruſh'd betwixt, 
She half pronounc'd your Name with her laſt Breath, 
And bury'd half within her. 1 Dyd. All for * 
. E 
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c He breaths ſhort, 


The Taper's ſpent, and this is his laſt Blaze. 
Lee's C ſar Borg. 


DYING J Orp Ace. 


Or no Diſtemper, of no Blaſt he dy'd, 
But fell like Autumn Fruit that mellow'd long, 
Even wonder'd at becauſe he dropt no ſooner ; 
Fate ſeem'd to wind him up for fourſcore Years, 
Yet freſhly ran he on ten Winters more, 
*Till like a Cloek worn out with eating Time, 
The Wheels of weary Life at laſt ſtood ſtill. 
Dad. Oed. 
Her dying Looks, where new-born Beauty ſhines, 
Oppreſs d with Bluſhes, modeſtly declines, 
While Death approach'd with a majeſtick Grace, 
Pleas'd to look lovely once in ſuch a Face; 
Her Arms, ſpread to receive her welcome Gueſt, 
With a glad Sigh ſhe drew into her Breaſt ; | 
Her Eyes then languiſhing towards Heav'n ſhe caſt, 
To thank the Pow'rs that Death was come at laſt; 
And at th Approach of the cold ſilent God 
Ten thouſand hidden Glories ruſh'd abroad. 
Roch. Valent. 
H1s drooping Lids, that ſeem'd for ever clog'd, 
Were faintly rear'd to tell me that he liv'd; 
'The Balls of Sight, dim and depriv'd of Motion, 
Sparkl'd no more with that majeſtick Fire, 
At which even Kings have trembl'd, but had loſt 
Their common uſeful Office, and were ſhaded 
With an eternal Night. Rowe's Amb. Stepm. 
e He with a cold e 
And ſhaking Hand, juſt in the Pangs of Death, 
Groan'd out a Parting; gz oy 
Fain would have ſpoke, but faultred in his Speech 
With undiſtinguiſh'd Sounds. Dr;d. Don Seboft. 


His 
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H1s Eye-Balls roll in Death: 


Behold the ling' ring Souls convulſive Strife, 
His thick ſhort Breath catches at parting Life. 


Drya. Cong. Granad, 
He then 


Fail'd in his Speech, and rattl'd in his Throat, 
Death o'er his Eyes did a thick Gloom diſplay, 
Enthron'd the Night, and diſpoſſeſs'd the Day. 
My Soul is on the Beach, and ſtrait muſt launch 
Into th* Abyſs of the black Sea of Death: 
But, oh! he's come; cold Tyrant, I obey, i 

And hug thy Dart that bears my Life away. 


Lee's Mithrid. 
Taz Hand of Death | 
Comes, like eternal Night, with her dark Wing, 
To bar the comfortable Light for ever 
From theſe my aged Eyes. _ ſhid. 
TRE peaceful Slumber of the Grave is on me; 
En all the tedious Life of Day I've wander'd, 
Bewilder'd with Misfortunes: 
At length tis Night, and I have reach'd my Home ; 
Forgetting all the Toils and Troubles paſt, 
Weary I lay me down, and * for ever. 
| Rowe's Tamer, 
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0 the Eagle; | 
* og That Rs the Thunder of our Grandfire 
7 {AV 
\ | ) + wit! Jo, Joy beholds his hardy youthful OF. 
* ſpring 
Forlkke t che Neſt, to try his tender Pinions 
In the wide untrack d Air, till bolder grown, 
Now like a Whirlwind on the * Fold, 

2 He 
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He darts precipitate, and gripes the Prey ; 

Or fixing on ſome Dragon's ſcaly Hide, 

Eager of Combat, and his future Feaſt, . 

Bears him aloft, reluctant, and in vain, 
Wreathing his ſpiry Tail. Rowe's LA. 


„ Tus moi st: 


Upon whoſe Influence Neprune's Empire ſtands, 
Was ſick almoſt to Doomſday with Eclipſe. 


Shakef. Hami. 


k Tux Silver Moon is all o'er Blood; 
A ſettling Crimſon ſtains her beauteous Face; 
A vaſt Eclipſe darkens the lab'ring Planet. 
Sound there, ſound all your Inſtruments of War, 
Clarions and Trumpets, Silver, Brais, and Iron, 
And beat a thouſand Drums, to help her Labour. 

| 2/69: | . Lee's Oed. 
STRUGGLING in dark Eclipſe, and ſhooting Day, 

On either Side of the black Orb that veil'd him. 


| Dryd. Don Seba. 


* , 


18 Is not the Elder 
By Nature pointed out for Preference ? 
Is not his Right enroll'd among thoſe Laws % 
Which keep the World's vaſt Frame in beauteous Order? 
Afſe thoſe thou nam'dſt but now, what made them Lords? 
What Titles had they had, if Merit only | 
Could haye conferr'd a Right? If Nature had no 
Strove hard to thruſt the worſt deſerving firſt, 
And ſtamp'd the noble Mark of Elderſhip 
Upon their baſer Metal. | Rowe's Amb, Stepin. 
Bi&THRIGHT's a vulgar Road to kingly Sway, 


* 


'Tis ev ry dull-got elder Brother's Way; 


OO ene” 5 


Dropp'd 
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Dropp'd from above, he lights into a Throne, 8 
Grows of a Piece with that he ſits upon; 

Heav'n's Choice! a low, inglorious, rightful Drone. 

Dad. Auren. 

Mx Claim to her by Elderſhip T prove; 

Age is a Plea in Empire, not in SE Dryd. Ind. Emp. 

I To v'p her firſt, and cannot quit my Claim, 

But will e the W of my Paſſion. 
| Ota, * 

E LO AUA N CE. 


Fo your Words they rob the Hyb/a Bees, 

And leave them Honileſs.  Shakef, Jul. CANO! 
PL. try | 

To change the Soldier's to the Lover's Style, 

Uſe all the ſtrongeſt Eloquence that Art 

Or the ſharp Anguiſh of my Soul can frame, 


To plead my Paffion, and promote my Love. 541 Ne 
Bec 


Fine Speeches are the Inſtruments of Fools, 
Or Knaves, who uſe them when they want good Senſe ; ; 
But Honeſty needs no Diſ guiſe or Ornament. 


Otaw. 05. 
Ye faithful Lovers ſhades of old, 
Whoſe Spirits once inform'd the female Mold; 
Who for the Charms of ſome ſucceſsful Youth, 
Have prov'd bleſt Miracles of Love and T ruth; ; 
Deſcend and give, ye fair Czleſtial Throng, _ 
Fire to my Heart, and Muſick to my Tongue. 
Sewvell's Sir Walt. Ranvley. 
Wur x he ſpoke, what tender Words he us d! 
So ſoftly, that like Flakes of feather'd Snow, 


They melted as they fell. Dr. Span. Rhine 
Ev'xy Word he ſpeaks a Syren's Note 


To drown the careleſs Hearer. ES Veaum. Seg 2. 
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EMBRACE. 
ETERNAL Comfort's in thy Arms: 
Io lean thus on thy Breaſt is ſofter Eafe 
Than downy Pillows, deck'd with Leaves of Roſes. 
«es? Otav. Ven. Pre. 
| Le me hold thee _- 
Thus to my Boſom! Ages let me graſp thee, 
Life of my Life, and Treaſure of my Soul! 
Tho? round my Bed the Furies plant their Charms, 
PI break them with Focuſſa in my Arms: 
Claſp'd in the Folds of Love, I'll wait my Doom, 
And act my Joys, tho Thunder ſhake the Room. 
Lee's Oed. 
Ant. T THoUGn'r how thoſe white Arms would fold 
| me in, 3 1 . 
And _ =. wen and met 3 Love ; | 
So pleas d wi weet Image, I ſprung forwards, 
And added all my Strength to every Bow. 
Clap. Come to me, come, my Soldier, to my Arms, 
You've been too long away from my Embraces; 
But when 1 have you fait, and all my own, 
With broken Murmurs, and tumultuous Siglis, 
I'll ſay you were unkind, and puniſh you, 
And mark you red with many an eager Kiſs. 
Let Cæſar ſpread his ſubtle Nets like Vulcan 
In thy Embraces I would be beheld 
By Heav'n and Earth. at ence, | A 
And make their Envy what they meant their Sport.: 
Let thoſe who took us, bluſh, I would love on 
With awful State, regardleſs of their Frown,. ö 
As their fuperior 8 Dad. All for Love; 
Tuvus let me grow to thee, too cloſe for Fate to ſe- 


ver: h 
Ohl let Death find me in theſe dear, dear Arms, 
And looking on thee, ſpare my better Part, 


And take me willing hence. Dea. ond: | 
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Is it then given me to behold thy Beauties ? 

Thoſe bluſhing Sweets, thoſe lovely loving Eyes, 

To preſs, to ſtrain thee to my beating Heart, 

And grow thus to my Love ! Smith's Phed. Hip. 
I swEaR I preſs thee with as hearty Joy 

As ever fearful Bride embrac'd her Man, | 

When from a Dream of Death ſhe wak'd and found 

Her Lover ſafe, and ſleeping by her Side. Lee's Theed. 
On! I will hold thee with theſe longing Arms; | 

Hold thee till Morn, and from that Morn till Evening; 

From Evening to Midday, from Day to Night, 

From Night to Death I'll claſp thee thus for 
ever. | Eze's L. J. Brut. 
Tuvs, my Chruſeis, thus 

Embrace me cloſe, and join thy Lips to mine. 
There's no Security in other Joys: | 
Here Happineſs is rivetted alone 
Here nothing fades, nothing decays ; the Sweets 
Immortal are, and never ceaſe to ſpring. 
| Landſ. Her. Love. 
O LzT me preſs. thee, EN 
Pant on thy Boſom, ſink into thy Arms, | 
And loſe my ſelf in the luxurious Fold. | 
2 Rowe's F. Shore. 


EMP E R OR aid EMPIRE. 


See GRE ATNESS. 


Haves we not ſeen him ſhake his filyer Reins, 
Oer harnaſs'd Monarchs, to his Chariot yok d; 
In ſullen Majeſty they ftalk along "ns 9 
With Eyes of Indignation and Deſpair; *, £* © 1 
While he aloft diſplays his impious State, * 
With half their riffd Kingdoms o'er his Brow, 
Blazing to Heav'n in Diamond and in Gold. . 
Yaune's Buſiris. 
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Wukx Empire in its Childhood firſt appears, 
A watchful Fate o'erſees its tender Years; | 

Til grown more ſtrong, it thruſts, and ſtretches out, 
And elbows all the Kingdoms round about: 
Ihe Place thus made for it's firſt breathing free, 

It moves again for Eaſe and Luxury; 

Till ſwelling by Degrees, it has poſleſs'd 

The greater Space, and now crowds up the reſt: 
When from behind there ſtarts ſome petty State, 
And puſhes on its now unwieldy Fate; 

Then down the Precipice of Time it goes, 

And ſinks in Minutes, which in Ages roſe. 


Dryd. Cong. Gran, 


HasT thou not ſeen my Morning Chambers fill'd 
With {cepter'd Slaves, who waited to ſalute me? 
With Eaftern Monarchs, who forgot the Sun 
To worthip my Upriſing? Menial Kings | 
Ran courſing up and down my Palace Yards, 

Stood ſilent in my Preſence, watch'd my Eyes, 


And at my leaſt Command all ſtarted out, 


Liize Racers for the Goal. | Dryd. All for Lowe. 
EMPERORI Why that's the Style of Victory! 

The conqu'ring Soldier, red with unfelt Wounds, 

Salutes his Gen'ral thus. But never more 

Shall that Sound reach my Ears; 

For J have loſt my Reaſon, have diſgrac d 

The Name of Soldier with inglorious Eaſe; 

In the fall Vintage of my flowing Honours, 


Sat till, and ſaw it preſs d by other Hands. Bid. 


TItnere's no true Joy in ſuch unwieldy Fortune : 


Sternal Gazers laſting Troubles make, 


VI find my Spots, but few my Brightneſs take. 
Mhy was I born a Prince? Proclaim'd a God? 
Yet have no Liberty to look abroad. 
Thus Palaces in Proſpect bar the Eye, 
Which pleas'd and free would o'er the Cottage fly, 
O'er flow'ry Lawns to the gay diſtant Sky. 


Farewell 
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Farewell then Empire, and the Racks of Love 3 1 
By all the Gods, I will to Wilds remove, 
Stretch d like a n God, on Graſs lie down, 
And * forget that cer 1 wore * Sg 
Lee s Alex. | 
Re1cn, reign, you Monarchs that divide the World, 
Buſy Ambition ne er will let you-know 
Tranquillity and Happineſs „„ 
Like gawdy Ships th' ohſequious Billows fall, eee Oey 
And riſe again to liſt you to your Pride: 5 
They wait but for a I i and then devour you 
Ota. Ven. Pref. 
On, that I had — born ſome happy Swain, ; *Y 
And never known a Life ſo great, ſo vain! 225 
Where I th' Extremes might not be forc'd to chuſe, : 
And, goth with ſome mean Wife, no; Crown INT 
Ole, i | 
Where the dear Partner o& my little State, 3 
With all her ſmiling Offpring at the Gate, 55 oY 
Bleſſing my Labours, might my coming wait; 1 
Where in our humble Bed all ſale might lie, PE, 
And not in curſed Courts for Glory die. Lee's Thed. 
To you the Drudg'ry of POW T I give; 
Cares be your Lot; reign you, and let me live: 
Were I a God, the drunken World ſhould roll, 
The little Emmets 1 human Soul 
Care for themſelves, while at my Eaſe I fate, 
And ſecond Cauſes, s did. the Work of Fate. 2 
£4 iE bt | ga. Kaen. 


| - 23G 
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Tu Ties cf Minds are but imperfect Bands, 34 
Unleſs the Bodies | 1 to feal the Contract. A 
ee den gef. 
'T'HESE Riflicg, Lips ſhall mother all her ie . 
And follow her with {6ch Purſuit of Kifeg;- (4 1s, 
Fs That 
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That e' en our Joule ſhall loſe themſelves i' th' Pleaſure. 
5 CT | Tees Mith. 
' Wren your kind Eyes look'd languiſhing on mine, 
And wreathing Arms did ſoft Embraces join, 8 
A doubtful Trembling ſeiz?d me firſt all o'er, 
Then Wiſhes, and a Warmth unknown before; 
What follow'd was all Extaſy and Trance, | 
Immortal Pleaſures round my ſwimming Eyes did dance, 
And ſpeechleſs Joys, in whoſe Tumult tot, 
I thought my Breath, and my new Being loft. 
JJ 5. 
Ap why this Niceneſs to that Pleaſure ſhown, 
Where Nature ſums up all her Joys, in one? 
Gives all ſhe can, and lab'ring ſtill to give, 
Makes it ſo great, we can but taſte and live: 
So fills the Senſes, that the Soul ſeems fled, 
And thinks it ſelf does for a Time lie dead; 
Till like a String ſ{cru'd up with eager Haſte, 
It breaks, and is too exquiſite to laſt. Dryd. Aur. 
a 75 Make haſte to Bed, ' . 
There let me tell my Story in thy Arms, 
There in the gentle Pauſes of our Love, 
Betwixt our dyings, e er we live again; 
'Thou ſhalt be told the Battte and Succeſs, 
Which I ſhall oft begin, and then break off; 
For Love will often interrupt my 4 ; NE 
And make ſo ſweet Confuſſon in our Talk, - 
That thou ſhalt aſk,” and I ſhall anſwer Things 
That are not of a Piece; but patch'd with Kiſſes, 
And Sighs, and Murmurs, and umperfe& Speech, 
And Nonſenſe ſhall be eloquent in Love. 
| Dryd. Amphzt. 
Wren I have once enjoy'd my ſweet Evanthe, 
And bleſt my Youth with her maſt dear Embrages, 
I have done my Journey here, my Day is out: 
All that the World has elſe is FooPry, . 
Labour, and Loſs of Time. Beau. Wife for a Month, 
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Wno'p be that ſordid fooliſh Thing call'd Man, 
To cringe thus, fawn, and flatter for a Pleaſure, 
Which Beaſts enjoy ſo very much above him ? 
The luſty Bull — thro' all the Field, 
And from the Herd ſingling his Female out, | 
Enjoys her, and abandons her at Will. Otav. Orph, 

Wu you were gone, and 
None but I left with that charming Maid, 
What furious Fires did my hot Nerves invade ? 
With open Arms upon my Bliſs I ran, 
With Pangs I graſp'd her like a dying Man: 
Like Light and Heat incorp'rate we lay, 
We bleſs d the Night, and curs'd the coming Day. 
Lee's Soph. 
Tun raviſhing Thoughts of mighty Joys to come, 
Kept me in Extaſy, an Xs made me dum 
When on thy ſnowy Breaſt diſſolv'd I lie, 
What Monarch can there be more bleſt than 17 
Car. Perj. Hub. 
Dycen. How dear, how ſweet, his firſt Embraces 
were? 

With what a Zeal he join'd his Lips to mine! 
And ſuck d my Breath at every Word I ſpoke, 
As if he drew his Inſpiration thence: 255 
While both our Souls came upward to our Mouths, _ 
As neighb'ring Monarchs at their Borders meet. 
1 thought, O, no, tis falſe, I could not think !- 
Tas neither Life nor Death, but both in one. 
Then ſure his Tranſports were not leſs than your's. 

Ju. More! more! for by the high-hung Tapers Light, 
J could diſcern his Cheeks were glowing red, 
His very Eye-balls trembPd with his Love, 
And ſparkFd thro their Caſements hamid Fires 
He dee. 1 kiſs d, breath'd ſhott, and would have 

PO 7 Bp | | 
All he could . was ee, and Leonora. 
_ Span. 705 
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YET this was ſhe, ye Gods! the very ſhe, . 
Who in my Arms lay melting all the Night, = 
Who kiſs'd and figh'd, and figh'd and kiſs'd again, 

As if her Soul flew upward to her Lips, 

'To meet mine there, and parted at the Paſſage, | 
Who, loth to find the breaking Day, look d out, ; 
And ſhrunk into my Boſom, there to make 
A little longer Darkneſs. _ Shake. Troilus Creſſ. 

On, 1 what ſoft Devotion in her Eyes | 
'The tender Lamb came to the Sacrifice! | 
Oh, how her Charms ſurpriz d me as I lay! 

Like too near Sweets they took my Senſe away, 0 
And I even loſt the Power to reach at Joy. 84 
But thoſe croſs Witchcrafts ſoon unravell'd were, 
And I was lull'd in Trances ſweeter far, 
As anchor'd Veſſels in calm Harbours ride, 
"Rock'd on the Swellings of the floating Tide. 
© 7 hn O!tav. Don. Carl. 
_ Trzre's no Satiety of Love in thee; | 
Enjoy d, thou ftill art new: Perpetual Spring 
Is in thy Arms; the ripen'd Fruit but falls, 
And Bloſſoms rife to fill its empty Place, 
And I grow rich by giving. Dryd. All for Lowe. 
Vous Fruits of Love are like eternal Spring 
In happy Climes; where ſome are in the Bud, 
Some green, and rip'ning ſome, while others fall. 
hatched, Dad. Amphit: 
In thy Poſſeſſion Years roll round on Years, | 
And Joys in Circles meet new Joys again. 
Kiſſes, Embraces, Languiſhings, and Deaths, 
Still from each other to each other move, 
To crown the various Seaſons of our Loves. 


1 1 „ Span. Frias. 
Ov Life ſhall be but one long nuptial Day, © 
And like chaf A deurs, melt in Sweets away? 


Soft as the Nightour Minutes ſhall be worn, 
And chearful as the Birds that wake the Morn. | 

4 . i. Dryd. Sec. Love. 
| IMMORTAL 
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IMMORTAL Pleaſures ſhall our Senſes drown, 
Thought ſhall be loſt, and ev'ry Pow'r diffoly'd. ___ 
Otæu. Orph, 
LeT me not live, but thou'rt all Enjoyment ; 
So charming and ſo ſweet, that not a Night 
But whole Eternity were well employ'd, 14 het 
To love thy each Perfection as it ought. Dryd. Amph. 
WHrar ſaid he not, when in the bridal Bed | 
He claſp'd my yielding Body in his Arms? 
When with his fiery Lips devouring mine, 


* 
* * 


And moulding with his Hands my throbbing Breaſfs, 
He ſwore the Globes of Heav'n and Earth were vile, 
To thoſe rich Worlds; and talk'd, and kiſs d, and loy'd, 
And made me ſhame the Morning with my Bluſhes. 

3 | | Lee's Alex, 

Ou, how I flew into your Arms, 

And melted in your warm Embrace! 
Did not my Soul ev'n ſparkle at my Eyes, 
And ſhoot itſelf into your much-loy'd Boſom! 
Did I not tremble with Exceſs of Joy, _ 
Nay, agonize with Pleaſure at your Sight, 
With ſuch inimitable Proofs of Paſſion, N 
As no falſe Love could vs wh Dad. Amphit. 
On, let me preſs theſe balmy Lips all Day, 
And bathe my love-ſcorch'd Soul in thy moiſt. Kiſſes! © 
Now, by my Joys, thou art all ſweet and ſoft, 
And thou ſhalt be the Altar of my Love: 
Upon thy Beauties hourly will I offer, 
And pour out Pleaſure and bleſs'd Sacrifice, 
To the dear Memory of my Lucina. | 
No God or Goddeſs ever was ador'd 
With ſuch Religion as my Love ſhall be : 
For in thofe charming Raptures of my Soul, 
Claſp'd in thy Arms, PII waſte my ſelf away, 
And rob the ruin'd World of their great Lord; 
While to the Honour of Lacina's Name, | 
I leave Mankind to mourn the Loſs for e ver 
1 ; e Roch. Val. 
5 Now 
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Now let us ſtart, and give a Looſe to Love, 
Feaſt every Senſe with moſt luxurious Pleaſure; 
Improve our Minutes, make em more than Years, 
Than Ages, and even live the Life of Gods. 


Rowe's Amb. Stepm. 


On, let me fink upon thy gentle Boſom, 
And bluſhing tell how greatly I am bleſt ! 
Forgive me, Modeſty, if here I vow, - 

That all the Pleaſure of my Virgin State 
Were poor and trifling to the preſent Rapture. 
A gentle Warmth invades my glowing Breaſt, 
And while I fondly gaze upon thy Face, 


Ev'n Thought is loſt in exquiſite Delight. Bid. 


O THrov great Chymiſt, Nature! 
Who dravꝰſt one Spirit ſo divinely perfect, 
Thou mak'ſt a Dreg of all the World beſides. 
2 Lee's Cz/. Borg. 
PLL fteal into the eternal Knot of Love, 

This Night; this Night ſhall tell thee how I love thee : 
When Words are at a loſs, and the mute Soul 
Pours out her ſelf in Sighs and gaſping Joys; | 
Life graſps the Pangs of Bliſs and murm'ring Pleaſures, 
Thou 3 confeſs all Language then is vile, 

And yet believe me moſt without my vowing. 


Lee's L. Fun. Brut. 


I-yound a Pleaſure I neer felt before, | 
Diſſolving Pains, and ſwimming ſhudd' ring Joys. 


THEN haſte, my Charmer, 
Let's feaſt our famiſh'd Souls with am'rous Riot, 
With fierceſt Bliſs atone for our Delay, 
And in a Moment love the Age we've loſt. 


Once in a lone and ſecret Hour of Night, 
When ev'ry Eye was clos'd, and the pale Moon, 
And Stars alone ſhone, conſcious of the Theft; 
Hot with the Taſcan Grape, and high in Blood, 
Happ'ly I ftole unheeded to her Chamber ; : : ER 
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Smith's Phed, Hip n 
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J found the fond, believing, love-ſick Maid, 
Looſe, unattir d, warm, tender, full of Wiſhes ; 
Fierceneſs and Pride, the Guardians of her Honour, 
Were charm'd to Reſt, and Love alone was waking ; 
Within her riſing Boſom all was calm, 
As peaceful Seas that know no Storms, and only 
Are gently lifted up and down by Tides : | 
I ſnatchd the glorious golden Opportunity, 
And with prevalling youthful Ardor prefgd her, 
Till with ſhort Sighs, and murm'ring Neluctance 
The yielding Fairone gave me perfect Happineſs; 
Ev'n all the live-long Night we paſs'd in Bliſs, 
In Extaſies too fierce to laſt for ever: 
At length the Morn and cold Indiff rence came, 
When, fully ſated with the luſcious Banquet, 
I haſtily took Leave, and left the Nymph _ 
To think on what was paſs'd, and ſigh alone. 
I faw her ſoon again, alas! too ſoon; 
For, Oh! that Meeting was not like the former 
I found my Heart no more beat high with Tranſport z . 
No more I ſigh'd, and languiſh'd Be Enjoyment: 
'T'was paſs'd, and Reaſon took her Turn to reign, 
While every Weakneſs fell before her Throne. wah 
Rowe's Fair Pen. 
Wx will the dear Man come, that all my Doubts 
May vaniſh in his Breaſt? That I may hold him —_ 
Faſt as my Fears can make me; hug him cloſe - 
As my fond Soul can wiſh; give all my Breath + 
In Sighs and Kiſſes ; ſwoon, die away with Rapture! 
| Lee's Alexander. 


ENTHUSIASM. 
SOMETHING I'd unfold, 5 b ; 

If that the God would wake ; for ſomething ſtill there 
In Heav'n's dark Volume, which I read thro' Miſts 5 | 


2 The: Beavries „ 


'Tis great! prodigious! 'tis a dreadful Birth + 

Of Rolly Fate! And now; yur? how desde! 

I ſee how terrible it dawnus 

And my Soul fickens at it ! „ | 

Now the God ſhakes me! He comes! He comes! | 
ter 12 

, 'T ryzeL bum now 

1 irit charm'd into a Tree,. 

That leaps, moves the Wood without a Wind: 

The rouzed God, as all this while he lag 

Intomb'd alive, ſtarts, and dilates himſelf 

He ſtruggles, and he tears my aged Trunk 

With holy Fury; my old Arteries burſt ; 


My ſhrivelbd Skin, like Parchment, crackles ; at the N 


hallow'd Eire. 
I ſhall be young again! Manto, my Daughter, 


Thou haſt a Voice that might have fav'd the Bari 


Of Thrace, and forc'd the raged Bacchanals, ' 


£ With lifted Prongs, to liſten to thy Airs: 


O charm'this God, this Fury in my Boſom! 
Lull him with tuneful Notes, and artful Strings, 
With powerful Strains! Manto, my lovely Child! 


Sooth the unruly Godhead to be mild. Bid. 


Ar Deipbos, when the glorious Fury 
Kindles the Blood ef the prophetick Maid, 
The bounded Deity does ſhoot her out, 

. Draws every Nerve thin as a Spider's Web, 
And beats the Tie out like e nn Gold; 


ENTRY. 


| . Bullingbroke! Y 
Mounted upon a hot and fiery Steed, 
Which his aſpiring Rider, feera'd to know, 
With flow but ſtately Pace kept on his Courſe; 
While all Tongues cri'd, God fave thee, eyes et 
You would have thought the yery Windows TRE 
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Sq many greedy Looks of Young and Old, 
Thro' Caſements darted their defiring Eyes 
Upon his Viſage, and that all the Walls 
With painted Imag'ry had ſaid at once, 

eſu reſerve thee! Welcome PBullinghroke ! 

hilſt he from one Side to the other turning, 
Bare-headed, lower than his proud Steed's Neck, 
Beſpoke them thus; 7 thank you, Countrymen. 
And thus, ſtill doing thus, he paſs'd along. 
But, as in a Theatre, the Eyes of Men, 
After a well-grac'd Actor leaves the Stage, 
Are idly bent on him that enters next, 
Thinking his Prattle to be tedious : 
Een. ſo, or with much more Contempt, Mens Eyes 
Did ſcoul on Richard; no Man cry'd, God fave him; 
No joyful Tongue gave him his Welcome home: 
But Duſt was thrown upon his ſacred Head, 
Which with ſuch gentle Sorrow he ſhook off, 
His Face ſtill combating with Tears and Smiles, 
{The Badges of his Grief and Patience,) 
That had not God (for ſome ſtrong Purpoſe ſtee!'d 


The Hearts of Men, they muſt, per force, have melted, _ 


Ard Barbariſm it ſelf have piti'd him. Shake/. Rich. II. 
Vox glorious Father, my victorious Lord, 

Loaden with Spoils, and ever-living Laurels, 

Isentring now, in martial Pomp, the Palace : 

Five hundred Mules precede his ſolemn March, 

Which groan beneath the Weight of Moorijh Wealth ; 
Chariots of War, adorn'd with glitt'ring Gems, 
Succeed ; and next a hundred neighing Steeds, - 
White as the fleecy Ram on Alpine Hills, | 
That bound, and foam, and champ the golden Bit, 
As they diſdain'd the Victory they grace; 

Pris'ners of War in ſhining Fetters follow, 

And Captains, of the nobleſt Blood of Mie, 
Sweat by his Chariot Wheels, and lick, and grind, 
With gnaſhing Teeth, the Duſt his Triumphs raiſe: 
The {warming Pop'lace ſpread on every Wall, 


S / 
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And cling, as if with Claws they did enforce 
Their Hold thro' clifted Stones, ſtretching, and ſtaring 
As they were all of Eyes, and ev'ry Limb 
Would feed its Faculty of Admiration. > 
Congr. Mourn. Bride. 
War Tributaries follow him to Rome, 
To grace, in captive Bands, his Chariot Wheels! 
Have you climb'd up to Walls and Battlements, 
To Towers and Windows, yea to Chimney-Tops, 
Your Infants in your Arms, and there have fat 
The live- long Day with patient Expectation, 
To ſee great Pompey paſs the Streets of Rome ! 
And when you ſaw his Chariot but appear, 
Have you not made a univerſal Shout, | 
That Tzber trembled underneath her Banks, 
To hear the Replication of your Sounds | 
Made in her concave Shores ? Shakeſ. Jul. Caf. 


ERROR. 


On hateful Error, Melancholy's Child, 
Why doſt thoy ſhew to the apt Thoughts of Men, 
The Things that are not ſoon conceiv'd ? 

Thou never com'ſt unto a happy Birth, 
But Kill the Mother that engender d thee. 
| 1 Shakeſ. Tul. Cef. 


EVENING. \ 


Tae ſetting Sun deſcends 
Swift to the Weſtern Waves ; and guilty Night 
Haſty to ſpread her Horror o'er the World, 
Rides on the duſky Air. Rowe's Ulyſſes. 
. Set the deſcending Sun, 
Scatt'ring his Beams about him as he ſinks, 
And gilded Heaven above, and Seas beneath, 
With Paint, no mortal Pencil can expreſs. 
 Hopk. Pyrrb. 


” HT 
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LicaT thickens, and the Crow 

Makes wing to the rooky Wood, 
Good Things of Day begin to droop and drouze, 
And to their Prey the Night's black Agents rouze. 

The God of Day does to his Therzs haſte, 
In Clouds of Gold and ſhining Purple dreſs'd : 
Each labring Huſbandman his Setting waits, 
And to his coarſe, but welcome, Home retreats : 
The drudging Oxen from the Yoke are freed ; | 5 
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And ſcatt ring Ewes which on the Mountains feed, 

Are by their Shepherd to Incloſures led; 

Whilſt the gay chirping Flutt'rers of the Air, 

To their own moſſy Architects repair. 
| Mount. Green. Park, 


E UNU CIA. 


Pr EABZURRH forſook his early Infancy : 
The Luxury of others robb'd his Cradle, 
And raviſh'd thence the Promiſe of a Man, 
Caſt out from Nature, difinherited X 


* — ——— 


EXAMPLE. 


FpamPLE is a living Law, whoſe Sway, 
Men more than all the written Laws obey. 37 
| Sedley's Ant. Cleep. 


EXISTENCE. 
To be, is better far than act to be, 


Elſe Nature cheated us in our Formation. 

And when we are the ſweet Deluſion wears 

Such various Charms and Proſpects of Delight; 
That what we cou'd not i, we make our Choice. 


Deſirous to prolong the Life ſhe gave. 
- | : Madmen 


= 
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Madmen and Fools may hurry o'er the Scene, 
The wiſe Man walks an eaſy ſober Pace, 28 
And tho? he ſees one Precipice for all, 
Declines the fatal Brink of looking back 
On what he leaves, and thinking where he falls. 
| ne | SeawelPs Sir Walt. Rany, 


EYES. 


Vov ſtrive to cloud your Brightneſs, and reftrain 
The Lightning of your Eyes, left on the Spot 
It's Force ſhould flaſh me dead. = Trap's Abram. 
Moa fatal Influence flaſhes from thy Eyes, 


Then all thoſe glitt ring Balls that light the Skies. bid. 


__O:-TurN away thoſe Baſiliſks, thy Eyes, 
Ihe Infection's fatal, and who ſees them dies. 
. Ota. Don. Carl. 
Tur ix Glances could create a Day in Cells, 
And kindle freezing Hermits into jance. 8 
A | | Tate's Loy. Gen. 
SHALL I ner baſk in her Eye-ſhine again, 
Nor view the Love chat play*din thoſe dear Beams, 
And ſhot me with a thouſand thouſand Smiles. 


Lee's Alex. 


Tung is Diſcourſe in Eyes; Conſent, Denial, 
My Eyes won't loſe the Sight of thee, 
But languiſh after thine, and ake with gazing. 


Otaw. Ven. Pref. 
You fiery Eye, | 


Which, like the San at Noon, none could behold, 
But with a ſnatch of Light, and then be dazzl'd, 
Now like a cold and drouzy Winter Star, 
Bears a bleak Brightneſs: O decay of Luſtre! | 
| | Lee's Mith. 


All underſtood by Looks. Lee's Prin. Cleve. 


Mzr hover her Eyes 
Grew larger, and a thouſand frantick Spirits, © 
Secthing like riſing Bubbles on the Brimſm 


, Peep'd 
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Peep'd from their wat'ry Brink, and glow'd upon me. 
Dryd. Qed. 
TuE Abſtract of all Beauty, Lan of Sweetnefs : 
Defend me, honeſt Thoughts, I ſhall grow wild ele. 
What Eyes are there! rather what little Heav'ns !* 
To ſtir Mens Contemplations! What a Paradiſe | 
Runs thro each Part ſhe has! Good Blood be'temp'rate: 
I muſt look off; tòd excellent an Obyett. | 
Confounds the Senſe that ſees it. i wow Buck. Chances. 
He Eyes, 
Tho' they are mute, they plead, nay more, command; 
For beauteous Eyes have arbitrary Power. 
Dryd. Don. Sebaſt. 
Wuo knows how eloquent theſe Eyes may prove, 
Begging in Floods of Tears, and Flames of Love? 
Roch. Falent. 
Ovux glorious Sun, the Source of Light and Heat, 
Whoſe Influence cheers the World he did create, 
Shall ſmile on thee from his meridian Skies, 
And bleſs the kindred Beauties of thy Eyes: | 
Thy Eyes which, could his own fair Beams decay, 
Might ſhine for him, and bleſs the World with Day. 
 Rowe's Amb. St 
WHEN With a Groan, that ſeem'd the Call of Death, 
With horrid Force lifting his impious Hands, 
He ſnatch'd, he tore from forth their bloody Orbs 
The Balls of Sight, and daſh'd them on the Ground. 


3 Oed. 
Ron 


FAIRIES. 


95 HE dance their Ringlets to ROAR: T 
Winds, hifling 


k „ The Honey - bag ſteal from the humble Bees, 
IRS 5 Fee And for Night-Tapers crop their waxen 
88 I 20 | Thighs, 

And light them at the Ty Glow-Worms Eyes, 


And 
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And pluck the Wings from painted Butterflies, 
To fan the Moon-Beams from their ſleeping Eyes. 


Shakeſ. Midſom. N. Drean. 


I FkxIGHT the Maidens of the Vi 6 

Skim Milk, and ſometimes labour in the Quern, 
And bootleſs make the breathleſs Houſe-wife churn; 
And ſometimes make the Drink to bear no Barm; 
Miſlead Night-Wand"rers, laughing at their Harm : 
And ſometimes lurk I in a Goſlip's Bowl, 

And when ſhe drinks, againſt her Lips I bob, 

And on her wither'd Dewlap pour the Ale. 

The wiſeſt Aunt, telling the Eadeſt Tale, 

Sometime for three: foot Stool miſtaketh me, 

Then flip I from her Bum, down topples ſhe; 

And Taylor cries, and falls into a Cough, | 
And then the whole Quire hold their Hips, and laugh, 
And waxen in their Mirth, and ſneeze, and ſwear 

A merrier Hour was never waſted there. I 


FALSE APPEARANCE. 


On ! how haſt thou with Jealouſy infected 
The Sweetneſs of Affiance! Shew Men dutiful? 
Why ſo didſt thou. Seem they grave and learned? 
Why ſo didſt thou. Come they of noble Family? 
Why fo didſt thou. Seem they religious? 

Why ſo didſt thou. Or are they ſpare in Diet? 
Free from groſs Paſſion, or of Mirth, or Anger? 
Conſtant in Spirit, not ſwerving with the Blood? 
Garniſh'd and deck'd in modeſt Compliments? _ 
Not working with the Eye, without the Ear, 
And but in purged Judgment, truſting neither ? 
Such, and ſo finely boulted didſt thou ſeem, 
And thus thy Fall hath left a kind of Blot, 

To make the full-fraught Man, the beit endu'd 
With ſome Suſpicion, I will weep for thee. 


Shake, Hen. V. 


FALSHOOD. 


Serre — © > = 
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 FALSHOO D. See Enjoyment. 


See IMPRECATION. See InNconsTaxcy. 


I wou'p my Royal Lord, but cannot blame you, 

I feel a Spirit within me, which calls up 

All that is Woman wrong'd, and bids me chide, 

But you are Mithridates, that dear Man | 

Whom my Soul Loves, elſe were you all the Kings, 

All Worlds, all Gods, I could let looſe upon you 

For thoſe deep Injuries which I muſt ſuffer ; 

Cou'd like the frightning Winds diſturb all Nature 

With venting of my Wrongs, but I am huſt'd 

As a ſpent Wave, and all my fiery Pow'rs 

Are quench'd, when I but look upon your Eyes, 

Where like a Star in Water I appear, 

A pretty Sight, but of no Influence, | 

And am at beſt but now a ſhining Sorrow. Lee's Mith, 
SHe has.a Tongue that can undo the World; | 

She eyes me juſt as when ſhe firſt inflam'd me : 

Such were her Looks, ſo melting was her Language, 

Such falſe ſoft Sighs, and ſuch deluding Tears, 

When from her Lips J took the luſcious Poiſon, 

When with that pleaſing perjur'd Breath avowing, 

Her Whiſpers trembl'd thro' my cred'lous Ears, 

And told the Story of my utter Ruin. Lee's Mith. 
Caſtalio ! oh] how xr has he ſworn, 5 

Nature ſhould change, the Sun and Stars grow dark, 

Fer he would falſity his Vows to me ? SEE 

Make haſte, Confuſion, then! Sun, loſe thy Light! 

And Stars drop dead with Sorrow to the Earth ! | 

For my Caftalio's falle ! 

Falſe as the Wind, the Water, or the Weather! 

Cruel as Tygers o'er their trembling Prey 

I feel him in my Heart, he tears my Breaſt, 

And at each Sigh he drinks the guſhing Blood. | 

| Otw. Orph. 


He 
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Hex hates, he loaths the Beauties that he has enjoy'd ; 
Oh, he is falſe ! That great, that glorious Man, 
Is Tyrant midſt of his Triumphant Spoils, 
Is bravely falſe, to all the Gods forſworn! _ 
He that has warm'd my Feet with thouſand Sighs, 
Then cool'd them with his Tears! di'd on my Knees! 
Outwept the Morning with his dewy Eyes, | 
And groan'd, and {worn the wondring Stars away! 
Falſe to Statyra { Faiſe to her that loy'd him! 
That lov'd him cruel Victor as he was, 
And took him bath'd all o'er in Perſan Blood, 
Kiſs'd the dear cruel Wounds, and waſh'd them o'er 
And o'er in Tears, then bound them with my Hair, 
Laid him all Night upon my panting Boſom, 
Lull'd like a Child, and huſh'd him with my Songs. 
| ; Lee's Alex, 
| THERE was a Time when | | 
Belvidera's Tears, her Cries and Sorrows, 
Were not deſpis d: When, if ſhe chanc'd to ſigh, 
Or look but ſad, there was indeed 2 Time, 
When Jaffier would have ta'en her in his Arms, 
Eas'd her declining Head upon his Breaſt, _ 
And never left her till he had found the Cauſe. 
But now, let her weep Seas, 
- Cry till ſhe rend the Earth, figh till ſhe burſt 
Her Heart aſunder, ſtill he bears it all, 
Deaf as the Winds, and as the Rocks unſhaken. 
en Ota. Ven. Pref. 
LasT Night he flew not with a Lover's Haſte, 
Which eagerly prevents th' appointed Hour: 
I told the Clocks, and watch'd the waſting Light, 
And liſt ned to each ſoftly treading Step, 
In hopes twas he; but ſtill it was not he. 
At laſt he came, but with ſuch alter'd Looks, 
So wild, ſo ghaftly, as ſome Ghoſt had met him; 
All pale and ſpeechleſs, he ſurvey'd me round: 
Then with a Groan he threw himſelf a-Bed, 
But far from me, as far as he could moye, 
1 is And 
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And figh'd and toſs'd, and turn'd, but ſtill from me, 
At laſt I preſs'd his Hand, and laid mie by his Side; 
He pull'd it back as if he ad touch d a Serpent: 
With that J burſt into a Flood of Tears, 
And aſk'd, how Tad offended him | 
He anſwer'd nothing, but with Sighs and Groans : 

So reſtleſs paſs d the Night, and at the Dawn : 
Leap'd from the Bed, and vaniſh'd. Dad. Span. Fryar: 
WHAT have done, ye Pow'rs ! what have I done! 

To ſee my Youth, my Beauty, and my Love, © 

No ſooner gain'd but lighted and betray'd! _ 

And, like a Roſe juſt gather'd from the Stalk, 

But only ſmelt, and cheaply thrown afide, 

To wither on the Ground! Tell me Heav'in! 4 

Why Name I Heav'n ? There is no Heay'n for me: 

Deſpair, Death, Hell have ſeiz'd my tortur'd Soul. 

When I had rais'd his grov'ling Fate from Ground, 

To Pow'r and Love, to Empire, and to me,, 

When each Embrace was dearer than the firſt; '* 

Then! then to be contemn'd ! then, then throw off!? 

It calls me old, and wither'd, and deform'd, 

And loathſome. 

The Turtle flies not from his billing Mate, 

He bills the cloſer ; but ungrateful Man, 

Baſe barb'rous Man, the more we raife our Love, 

The more we pall, and cool, and chill his Ardour! 

Racks, Poiſons, Daggers, rid me but of Life,. 

And any Death 1s welcome. Bid. 
Nor hixe fo kind as he, when in my Arms; 

In thouſand Kiſſes, tender Sighs, and Joys, 

Not to be thought again, the Night was waſted ; 

At Dawn of Day he roſe, and left his Conqueſt. 

But when we met, and I with open Arms 

Ran to embrace the Lord of all my Wiſhes, 

Oh! then he threw me from his Breaſt | 

Like a deteſted Sin. As I hung too 

Upon his Knees, and begg'd to know the Cauſe, 

He dragg d me like a Slave 0 the Earth, 


And 
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And had no Pity on my Cries; oF ES? 
Daſh'd me diſdainfully away with Scorn: 

He did; and more, I fear, will ne'er be Friends, 

Tho' I ftill love him with unbated Paſſion: 

Alas! I love him full, and tho' I ne'er 

Claſp him again within theſe longing Arms, 

Yet bleſs him, Gods, where'er he goes. Ota. Orphan, 
_ My mortal Injuries have turn'd my Mind, | 
And I could hate my ſelf for being kind: 

If there be any Majeſty above, 

That has Revenge in Store for perjur'd Love; 

Send, Heav'n, {wifteſt Ruin on his Head, 

Strike the Deſtroyer, lay the Victor dead; 

Kill the Triumpher, and avenge my Wrong, 

In Height of Pomp, when he 1s warm'd and young, 
Bolted with Thunder, let him ruſh along : 
And when in the laſt Pangs of Life he lies, 

Grant I may ſtand to dart him with my Eyes ; 

Nay, after Death, | Od 
Purſue his ſpotted Soul, and ſhoot him as he flies. 


Lee's Alex. 


I covLD tear out theſe Eyes that gain'd his Heart, 
And had not Pow'r to keep it. Oh! the Curſe 
Of doating on, ev'n when I find it Dotage ! 

Bear witneſs, Gods! You heard him bid me go: 
You whom he mock'd with imprecating Vows 
Of promis'd Faith. I'II die, I will not bear it, 

I can keep in my Breath, I can die inward, 


And choak this Love. Dryd. All for Love. 


| On! I could tear my Fleſh, 
Or him, or you, or all the World to Pieces! 
My Soul is pent, and has not Elbow Room; 
”Tis ſwell'd with this laſt Slight beyond all Bounds:: 
O that it had a Space might anſwer to 
Its infinite Defire! where I might land, : 
And hurl the Spheres about like ſportive Balls. 


Lee's Alex. 
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Dz1ve me, O drive me from that Traytor, Man! 
So I might *ſcape that Monſter, let me dwell 
In Lions Haunts, or in ſome Tyger's Den. 
Place me on ſome ſteep, craggy, ruin'd Rock, 
That bellies out, juſt dropping in the Ocean: 
Bury me in the Hollow of its Womb; 
Where ſtarving on my cold and flinty Bed, 
I may from far, with giddy Apprehenſion, | 
See infinite Fathoms down the rumbling Deep; 7 
vet not e'en there, in that vaſt Whirl of Death, 
Can there be found ſo terrible a Ruin | 
As Man! Falſe Man! Smiling deſtructive Man! 
e Np Lee's Weod. 
On, my hard Fate! Why did J truſt her ever? 
What Story is not full of Woman's Falſhood? 
The Sex is all a Sea of wide Deſtruction: 
We are vent'rous Barks, that leave our Home 
For thoſe ſure Dangers which their Smiles conceal ; 
At firſt they draw us in with flatt'ring Looks 
Of Summer Calms, and a ſoft Gale of Sighs: 
Sometimes, like Syrens, charm us with their Songs, 
Dance on the Waves, and ſhew their golden Locks; 
But when the Tempeſt comes, then, then they leave us! 
Or rather help the new Calamity! 
And the whole Storm 1s one injurious Woman ! 
The Lightning, follow'd with Thunderbolt, 
Is marble-hearted Woman! All the Shelves, | 
. The faithleſs Winds, blind Rocks, and ſinking Sands, 
Are Woman all! The Wrecks of wretched Men! 
| Lees Mithrid. 
FaLlsHooD and Fraud grow up in every Soil, 
The Product of all Climes. Add. Cate. 
On, the bewitching Tongues of faithleſs Men! 
*Tis thus the falſe Hyena makes her Moan, 
To draw the pitying Traveller to her Den. 
. Vour Sex are ſo, ſuch falſe Diſſemblers all; 
With Sighs and Plaints y' entice poor Womens Hearts, 
. And all that pity you are 2 your Prey. Otw. os 
| 2 . 
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Ys facred Pow'rs, whoſe gracious Providence 
Is watchful for our Good, guard me from Men, 


From their deceitful Tongues, their Vows and Flatt'ries; | 


Still let me paſs neglected by their Eyes: 
Let my Bloom wither, and my Form decay, | 
'That none may think it worth his while to ruin me, 
And fatal Love may never be my Bane. 

> |  Rowve's Fair Pen. 

Lzr Ignominy brand thy hated Name; 

Let modeſt Matrons at thy Mention ſtart; | 
And bluſhing Virgins, when they read our Annals, 
Skip o'er the guilty Page that holds thy Legend 


And blots the noble Work. Shakeſ. Troil. and Cref, 


She's loſt ! She's gone! The Beauty of the Earth 
All that in Woman could be Virtue call'd, - 
Is loſt ; corrupted are her noble Faculties ; 
The Temper of her Soul is quite ffifected: 


Inconſtancy has ſpotted all her white, her Virgin Beauties. 
| | 1 5 Lee's Mitb. 


Semandra, my moſt fair, dear, gentle Miſtreſs; 
That ſweet proteſting Creature, that pure Whiteneſs, 
Where I ſo deep had writ my Vows in Bleod, | 
Is falſe to me; and that eternal Bond of Oaths 
Committed: to her keeping, now is cancell'd : 

Ev'n her fair Hand, the Seal of all my Love, 


Her Hand has giv'n her faithleſs Heart away. Bid. 


| Ha p ſhe been true, 

If Heav'n would make me ſuch another World, 
Of one entire and perfect Chryſolite, yo 
F'd not have fold her for it. Shake). Othells. 

„ „Fark as thou art. 
Thou once wer't Empreſs of my Soul, andi 
Still drag thy Chains. Speak then, Semandra, ſpeak; 
For I am doz'd, ſo weary with complaining, | 
That I could ſtand and liſten to the Winds, 
And think that Women talk' d: Obſerve the Rain, 


And think that Women wept : Or in the Clouds 
Eb 


* 
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| Behold Semandra's Form ſtill fleeting from me. 
Lees Mith. 
HeaR this, ye Pow'rs, mark how the fair Deceiver 
Sadly complains of violated Truth: 
She calls me falſe, ev'n ſhe, the faithleſs ſhe, 
Whom ang and Night, whom Heav'n and n 1050 
hear | 
Sighing to weep, and tenderly proteſt _ 
Ten thouſand times ſhe would be only mine; 
And yet behold ſhe has giv'n her ſelf away, 
Fled from my Arms,. and wedded to another. 
Reae's Fair Pen 
BE never ſee him more, but to upbraid him; 
Not tho?” he ſhould. repent, and ſtrait return, 
Nay, proffer me his Crown No more of that: 
Honour too cries, Revenge, revenge thy Wrongs 
For 'tis Revenge ſo wile, fo glorious too, | 
As all the World ſhall praiſe This is the Courſe ' 
Which Honour bids me take. But, oh! permit me, 
For I am yet all Tenderneſs; the Woman, 
The weak, the fond, the mild, the coward, Woman, 
Dares not look forth, but runs about my Breaſt,. . 
And viſits all the warmer Manſions there, 
Where ſhe ſo oft has harbour'd falſe Faranes-- 
Cruel Yaranes! Falſe forſworn Yaranes!” +, 
Therefore, alas! allow me 
A little Time for Love to make his way: 
Hardly he wone the Place, and many Sighs, | 
And many Tears, and thouſand Oaths it coſt him. 
And, oh! I find he will not bed diflodg'd 
Without a Groan at parting : Hebes for ever. 
No, no, he vows he will not yet be raz d, 
Without whole Floods of Grief at his Farewel, 
Which thus I ſacrifice And, oh! I ſwear: 
Had he prov'd true, I would as eaſily 
Have empty'd all my Blood, and dy'd to ſerve him, 
As now I ſhed theſe Drops, or vent 7 theſe Sins, * 
To meu how well, how perfectly I lov'd him. Lee's Theod. 
R G 3 FAME 
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FAME. 


Tue Evil that Men do, lives after them ; 
The Good is oft interred with their Bones. 5 
: | Shake/. Tul. Cel 
3 Vain empty Words WS | ar 
Of Honour, Glory, and immortal Fame ! 
Can theſe recall the Spirit from its Place, 
Or reinſpire the breathleſs Clay with Life, 7 
What tho' your Fame with all its thouſand Trumpets, 
Sound o'er the Sepulchre, will that awake | 
The ſleeping Dead? _ SeavelF's Sir Wa. Ral. 
Fame, the looſe breathings of a clam'rous Crow'd, 
Ever in Lyes moſt confident and loud. Noch. Valent. 
SoME when they dye, dye all; their mouldring Clay, 
Is but an Emblem of their Memories : ” 
The Space quite cloſes up thro' which they paſs'd. 
'That I have liv'd, I leave a Mark behind, 
Shall pluck the ſhining Age from vulgar Time, 
And give it whole to late Poſterity. | 
My Name is writ in mighty Characters, 
Triumphant Columns and eternal Domes, 
Whoſe Splendour heightens our Egyptian Day, 
Whoſe Strength ſhall laugh at time till their great Baſis, 
Old Earth itſelf ſhall fail. In after Age, 
Who war or build, ſhall build or war from me, 
Grow great in each, as my Example fires; 
is I of Art the future Wonders raiſe, 
J fight the future Battles of the World. Young's Buſiris. 
Wiz. future Fame my preſent IIls relieve? 
And what is Fame, that flutOring noiſy Sound, 
But the cold Lye of univerſal Vogue? | 
Thouſands of Men fall in the Field of Honour, 
Whoſe glorious Deeds die in inglorious Silence, 
Whilſt vaunting Cowards, favour'd by blind Fortune, 
Reap all the Fruit of their ſucceſsful Toils, 7 
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And build their F ame upon their noble Ruins. 
Smith's P. Parma. : 


PAMINE. 


Tuis Famine has a ſharp and meagre Face; 
'Tis Death in an Undreſs of fSkin and Bone; 

Where Age and Youth, their Landmark ta'en away, 
Look all one common Sorrow. Dryd. Clem. 
Famine ſo fierce, that what's deny'd Man's Uſe, 

Ev'n deadly Plants, and Herbs of pois nous Juice, 

Wild Hunger eats; and to prolong our Breath, 

We greedily devour our certain Death. 

The Soldier in th' Aſſault, of Famine falls, 

And Ghoſts, not Men, are watching on the Walls. 

. Dryd. Ind. Emp. 
He daily dies by Hours and Moments, 

All vital Ne — but Air is wanting: 

Three riſing Days, and two deſcending Nights, 

Have chang'd hy Face of Heay'n and. Earth by turns, 

But brought no kind Viciſſitude to him. 

His State is ſtill the ſame, with Hunger pinchd, 

Waiting the ſlow Approaches of his Death, _ 

Which halting onwards, as his Life goes back, 

Still gains upon his Ground. Dryd. Cleom, ; 
Dez ara, like a lazy Maſter ſtands aloof, 

And leaves his Work to the flow-Hands of F _— 


FANCY. 


3 RS and Madmen have ſuch ſcething N 
Such ſhaping Phantaſies, that more 
Than cool Reaſon ever comprehends. 17-4. en 
The Lunatick, the Lover, and the Poe: 

Are of I magination all compact: | 
One ſees more Devils than vaſt Hell can hold; -/ 
G 4 That 
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D 
That is the Madman. The Lover all as frantick, 4 
77 Helen's Beauty in a Brow of Egypt: 7 
e Poet's Eye, in a fine Frenz rolling, 
Doth glance . Heav'n to Earth, from Earth to Heav'n; 
And as Imagination bodies forth 
The Forms of Things unknown, the Poet's Pen 
Turns them to Shapes, and gives to airy Nothing 
A local Habitation, and a Name. N 
Such Tricks have ſtrong Imagination, 
That if he would but apprehend ſome Joy, 
It comprehends ſome Bringer of that Joy: 7 
Or in the Night imagining ſome Fear, 3 
How eaſy is a Buſh ſuppos'd a Bear. 15 | IF 
et peipts Shake/. Mich. Night's Dream. A 
| „„ 

Men at ſome Times, are Maſters of their Fates: M 
The Fault, dear Brutus, is not in our Stars, 0 
But in our ſelves, that we are Underlings. ; If 

> e . 2 of gy Cz/ar. A 

*T is wonderful, yet ought not Man to wa | i II 

Too far in the vaſt deep of Deſtin. Dod. Oed. 12 

Wnicn of us two 44% 4 ang BOHR V 
Have mark'd for Death, is yet above tars. _ f 
| * e abr. 5 5 Lee's Theod. 

Tits the cruel Artifice of Fate, O 
Thus to refine and vary on our Woes, : It 
To raiſe ” from Deine, — give us Hopes, A 
Only to plunge us in the C again, 3 I 
And — ate wretched. qv Traf's Abram. MV 

Ir this Day's angry Gods ordain my Fate 
Know then I fall like ſome vaſt Pyramid, | O 
I bury Thouſands in my great Deſtruction, H 
And tho” the firſt. | V 
If Babylon muſt fall, what is't to me? 0 


Or can I help immutable Decree? 
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Down then vaſt Frame, with all thy lofty Tow'rs, . | 

Since tis ſo order'd by th' Almighty Powers; 

Preſs'd by the Fates unlooſe thy gol de Bars, 

'Tis great to fall the Envy of the Stars. Lev Aer. 
WHAT Heav'n decrees, no Prudence can i 


Dryd. Auren 3 
PREDESTINATED Ills are never loſt. - - 
Dryd. Don Sebaft. - 
Lr thy. great Deeds force Fate to change her Mind; 
He that courts Fortune boldly, makes her kind. 
Dryd. Ind. Queen, 5 
Man makes his Fate according to his Mind: - 
The weak low Spirit Fortune makes her Slave, - 
But ſhe's a Drudge when heQtor'd by the Brave. 
If Fate weave common Thread, he'll change the Doom, 
And with new Purple fpread a nobler Loom. 
Dryd. Cong. of Granad. - 
Ox what ſtrange Grounds we build our "Hopes and 
| Fears! 
Man's Life is all a Miſt, and in the dark | 
Our Fortunes meet us. 
If Fate be not, then what can we foreſee 2 * 2 
And how can we avoid it, if it be?” 
If by Free-will in our own Paths we move, - 
How are we bounded by Decrees above? 
Whether we drive, or whether we are driven, 
Ifill, tis ours; if good, the AR of Heay'n. Dry. 77 
To you, great Gods, I make my laſt Appeal; 
Or clear my Virtues, or my Crimes reveal: 
If wand' ring in the Maze of Fate I run, 
And back ward trod the Paths I ſought to ſnun; 
Impute my Errors to your own Decree, 
My Hands are guilty, but my Heart is free. Bid. 
Go ps! would you be ador'd for doing good, ET 
Or only fear'd "ak proving miſchievous? _ 
How would you have your Mercy underſtood: 
Who could create a Wretch like 1 Maximus, 
Ordain'd, the' guiltleſs, to be infamous? | 
wy G f 5 Supreme 
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Supreme firſt Cauſes ! you whence all Things flow, 

W hoſe Infiniteneſs does each Little fill : 

You, who decree each ſeeming Chance below, 

So great in Pow'r, were you as good in Will, 

How could you ever have produc'd ſuch III? 

Had your eternal Minds been bent on Good, 

Could human Happineſs have prov'd ſo lame? 

Rapine, Revenge, Injuſtice, Thirſt of Blood, 

Grief, Anguiſh, Horror, Want, Deſpair, and Shame, 

Had never found a Being, nor a Name. | 
Tis therefore leſs Impiety to ſay, 

Evil with you has Co-eternity, 

Than blindly taking it the other Way, 

That merciful, and of Election free, | 

You did create the Miſchiefs you foreſee. Noch. Val. 
Bs jufter, Heav'ns! Such Virtue puniſh'd thus, 

Will make us think that Chance rules all above, 

And ſhuffles with a random Hand the Lots 


Which Man is forc'd to draw.  Dryd. All for Lowe. 
Tuvs with ſhort Plumets Heaven's Deep will we 
ſound, 


That vaſt Abyſs where human Wit is drown'd ! 

In our ſmall Skiff we muſt not launch too far, 

We here but Coaſters, not Diſcoy'rers, are. 
b 5 > e Tye. Love. 

_ Goop Heav'ns! why gave you me | | 

A Monarch's Seul, | 

And cruſted it with baſe PJ:beian Clay? 

Why gave you me Deſires of ſuch Extent, 

And ſuch a Span to graſp them? Sure my Lot 

By ſome o'er-haſty Angel was miſplac'd 


In Fate's eternal Volume. Ded. Sp. NVrpar. 


Lo TeLL me why, good Heav'n! 
Thou mad'ſt me what I am, with all the Spirit, 
Aſpiring Thoughts, and elegant Defires, 
That fill the happy'ſt Man? Ah! rather, why 
Didſt not thou form me ſordid as my Fate, 
Baſe- minded, dull, and fit to carry Burdens 2 


Why 


PW I ne 8 * Ts — = 
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Why have I Senſe to know the Curſe that's on me? 
Is this juſt Dealing, Nature! Otto. Ven. Preſe 

Was it for this, ye cruel Gods! you made me 
Great hke your ſelves, and, asa King, to be 
Your una Image? Was it but for this? 
Wh ks. rather was I not a Peaſant-Slave, - 

from my Birth a Drudge to your Creation, 
NG: to my deſtin d Load enur'd — n | 
| Rowe's Ambitious 8 fem. 


| Ye cruel Pow'rs ! 
Take me as you have made me, miſerable : 
You cannot make me guilty ! *T'was my Fate; 
And you mace that, not I. Dad. Don Sebaft 
'Tis thus that Heav'n its Empire does maintain, 
It may afflict, but Man may not complain. | 
Otww. Orph. 
YET 'tis the Curſe of mighty Minds oppreſs'd, 
To think what their State is, and what it ſhould be: 
Impatient of their Lot, they reaſon fiercely, , 3 
And call the Laws of Providence . | 
| Rowe's Ut bp 
Tux Gods are jut: | 
But how « can Finite meaſure Infinite ? 
Whatever is, 1s in its Cauſes juſt, 
Since all Things are by Fate; but purblind Man 
Sees but a Part o'th Chain, the neareſt Link, 
His Eyes not carrying to that equal Beam 


That poiſes all above. | Dryd.. Od. 
Ap therefore wer't thou bred. to . virtuous. Know: 
ledge, ; 


And Wiſdom early planted i in thy Soul,. 
That thou might'ft know to rule thy fiery Paſhons : 

To bind their Rage, and ſtay their headlong | S 3 
Jo bear with Accidents and ev'ry Change 
Of various Life; to ſtruggle with Adverſity; 
To wait the Leiſure of the righteous Gods, 
Till they in their own good appointed Hour, 
Shall bid N better * _ forth at once; 


A long 
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| and ſhining Train ; till thou, well pleas'd, 


w, and bleſs thy r and ſay the Gods are juft. 
Noabe Y 2 es, 


Fe 4 K. See Dram. 


Fran is the Tax that * pays to Guilt. 
Seabell's Sir Walt. Raauliy. 
IrIEI my Sinews ſlacken'd with the F right, 
And a cold Sweat trills down all o'er my Limbs 
As if I were diflolving into Water. Dryd. Temp. 
Fax is the laſt of Ills: . 
In time we hate that which we often fear. 


Shaleſ. Ant. Cleo. 
FEMALES. 


Baby Patna have Prerogative of Sex, 
The She's ev'n of the ſavage Herd are lafe; 
All when they ſnarl or bite, have no Return 
But Courtſhip from the Male. i 1" "Did. Don Seb, 


F 16 HT. Fe Barriy. 


en rend, ; 
Through all the Mazes of the Uloody Field, 
T haunted his ſacred Life : I ſought him 
Where Ranks fell thickeſt: *Twas indeed the Place 
To ſeek Sebaſtian ! Thro' a Track of Death | 
I follow'd him by Groans of dying Men : 
But ftifl T came too late; for he was flown 
Like Lightning, ſwift before me, to new Slaughter! 
I moy'd a-croſs, and made irregular Harveſt; 
Deſac'd the Pomp of Battle, but in vain; 
For ke was ſtill ſupplying Death elſewhere. 
Dryd. Dor. Seb. 


FLATTERY 
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. FLATTERY. FAWNING. 


Unicorns. may be betray'd with Trees, 
And Bears with Glaſſes, Elephants with Holes, 
Lions with Toils, and Men with Flatt'rers. 
| 3 3 Shake. Ful. Cæſar. 
Txxss Conchings and theſe lowly Courteſies, | 
Might fire the Blood of ordinary Men, | 
And turn Preordinance and firſt Decree 
Into the Lane of Children. Be not fond 
To think that Czſar bears ſuch rebel Blood, 
That will be thaw'd from the true Quality, 1 
With that which melteth Fools; I mean ſweet Words, 
Low crooked Court'ſies and baſe ſpaniel fawning. Bid. 
War didft thou flatter me? why give me once 
A Daughter's Pow'r and ſnatch it from me now? 
Like a mad Painter, wanted of thy Skill 
Delighting to deface thy own fair Works. | 
SewwelT's Sir Walt. Raay. 
Boen ſmiling Rogues as theſe _ 
Like Rats oft bite the holy Cords a-twain, 
Which are t' intrince, t' unlooſe, ſmooth every Paſſion, 
That in the Nature of their Lords rebel, 
Being Oil to Fire, Snow to their colder Moods. 
Renege, affirm, and turn their Ha/cyon Bea ks. 
With every Gale and Vary of their Maſters, 
Knowing nought like Dogs, but following: 
5 | | Shakeſ. King. Lear. 
Gtr me 2 


Flattr'y the Food of Courts! that 1 may rock him, 
And lull him in the Down of his Defires. 

2 i Beaum. Rolls. 
No Flatt'ry, Boy! an honeſt Man can't live by't: 
It is a little fneaking Art, which Knaves - 
Uſe to cajole and ſoften Fools withal. | 
If thou haſt Flatt'ry in thy Nature, out with't ; 
Or fend it to a Court, for there twill thrive. Ozav. Orb. 
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Tis next to Money current there, 
To be ſeen daily in as many Forms, 
As there are forts of Vanities and Men. 
The ſuperſtitious-Stateſman has his Sneer,  _ 
To ſmooth a poor Man off, who cannot bribe him : 
The grave dull Fellow of ſmall Bus'neſs ſooths | 
The Hum'riſt, and will needs admire his Wit. 
Who without Spleen could ſee a hot-brain'd Atheiſt 
Thanking a ſurly Doctor for his Sermon? 
Or a grave Counſellor meet a ſmooth young Lord, 
Squeeze him by th' Hand, and praiſe his good Com- 


plexion ? . 


THERE like a Statue thou haſt ſtood beſieg d 
By Sycophants and Fools, the Growth of Courts : 
Where thy gulPd Eyes, in all the gawdy Round, 
Met nothing but a Lye in ev'ry Face; | 
And the groſs Flatt'ry of a gaping Croud, 
Envious who firſt ſhould catch, and firſt applaud 
The Stuff, or Royal Nonſenſe. When I ſpoke, 
My honeſt homely Words were carp'd and eenſur'd, 
For want of courtly Style: Related Actions, 
Tho' modeſtly reported, paſs'd for Boaſts: 
Secure of Merit, if I aſk'd Reward, 
Thy hungry Minions thought their Right invaded, 
And the Bread ſnatch'd from Pimps and Paraſites. 
Eo Dad. Don Sebaft. 
| Nay do not think I flatter; 
For what Advancement may I hope from thee ? 
Thou no Revenue haſt, but thy good Spirits, 
'Fo feed and cloath thee. Why ſhould the Poor be flatter'd? 
No, let the candy'd Tongue lick abſurd Pomp 
And crook the pregnant Hinges of the Knee, 
Where Gain may follow Feigning. Shake/. Hamlet. 
= Nori miſbecomes 
The Man that would be thought a Friend, like Flatb ry: 
Flattry, the meaneſt Kind of baſe Diſſembling, | 
And only us'd to catch the groſſeſt Fools. 


: PE O FLAr- 
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OFranrray! -. | | 
How ſoon thy ſmooth infinuating Oil 
Supples the tougheſt F ool. Tien. Mariam. 
EWARE of Flatbry FE T- a flow'ry Weed | 
Which oft offends 8 very Idol Vice, 
Whoſe Shrine it would perfume. | Lid. 


FL IGHT. See FEAR. 


Have I not ſeen the Britons quite diſheartned? 
Run, run, Bonduca; not the quick Race ſwifter; ; 
The Virgin from the hated Raviſher 
Not half fo fearful: Not a Flight drawn Home, 
A round Stone from a Sling, a Lover's Wiſh, 
Fer made that Haſte that they have. By the Gods, 
1 have ſeen theſe Britons, that you magnify, 
Run as they would have out-run Time ; and roaring, 
Baſely for Mercy roaring : The light Shadows | 
That in a Thought ſcour o'er the Fields of Corn, 
Halted on Crutches to them ; I have ſeen them, | | 
Like boding Owls, creep into Tods of Ivy, >} 
And hoot their Fears to one another nightly. : 
Beaum. Bond. 


= 


FLOOD. 


Tu E fruitful Mile 

Flow'd e er the wonted Seaſon, with a Torrent 

So unexpected, and ſo wondrous fierce, 

That the wild Deluge overtook the Haſte 

Ev'n of the Hinds that watch'd. Men and Beaſts 

Were born upon the Tops of Trees, that grow 

On th? utmaſt Margin of the Water-Mark : | 

Then with ſo ſwift an Ebb the Flood drove backward, 

It flipt from underneath the ſcaly Herd: | 

Here : monſtrous Phocz panted on the Shore, 

Forſaken Dolphins there, with their broad Tails, 

op I the departing Waves: Hard by em 
Sea-Horſes 


4+. 
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Sea-Horſes flound'ring in the ſlimy Mud, 


Toſs'd up their * and dard. the Ooze about Dm. 
12 All for Love. 


FL O 2 R 8. 


ALL Flowers will droop in Abſence of the from, 
That wak'd their Sweets. Dad. Auren, 
FaKEWELL, ye-Flow'rs, whoſe Buds with early Care 
I watch'd, and to the heme Sun did rear. 
Who now ſhall bind your Stems ? Or when you fall, 
With Fountain Neun: your fainting Souls recall? -. 
7  Drya. Stat. of Jun. 


FONDNESS. 


His Soul is ſo-enfetter'd to her Love, 
That ſhe may make, unmake, do what ſhe lit; 
Ev'n as her Appetite ſnall play the God 
With his weak FunCtion. $hake/. Oe | 
: So loving to my Mother, 
That he permitted not the Winds of Heav'n 


b 


Viſit her Face too roughly. ; Shateſ. Hum. 
FoxpER than Mothers to their firſt- born Joys. 
Dod. All for Lowe. 


gain 
Feeds on his Looks; eyes him as pregnant Women 
Gaze at the precious Things their Souls are ſet on. 
Lees Cæſ. * 
Ste would hang on him, 
As if Encreaſe of Appetite had grown, _ 
By what it fed on. . Ham. 
3 T 2 2 by 
> Tf the young Bridegroom, longing for his Ni 
Was ever half fo fond. | Dryd. 46 for Lowe. 
I ox more in thee, 


Than did thy Mother when ſhe hogg'd thee firſt, 


Ak ca Ct Hr aa ww =. 
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And bleſs'd the Gods for all her Travail paſt. 
Orw. Ven. Preſ. 
So the ſoft Mother, tho' the Babe be dead, 
Will have the Darling on her Boſom laid; 
Will talk, and rave, and with the Nurſes liuive. 
And fond it ſtill as if it were alive; 
Knows it muſt go, yet ſtruggles with the Croud, 
And ſhrieks to fee them wrap it in the Shroud. 
Lee's L. F. Brut. 
I Lancvisn with the Fondneſs of my Love, 
still doat, and fain would keep thee to my Heart. 
Oh f thou'rt the very Fountain of my Joys, BED 
The Spirit of my Peace, my Spring of Life, 
All that my Wiſhes would, or Heav'n can give; 
Sourh. Moth. in Fuſs: 
Ar the Sight of her my Soul dilates it ſelf, 
As at the View of a long abſent Friend, 
Unſatiated with gazing. Dien. Ipbig. 
un H Om, lov'd, 568 ” 
itneſs ye Days a e Hours, 
That dnt any l en upon . Feet, 
As all your Burn i= Pa were” to count my P 
One Day paſs'd by, and nothin oo but Love * 
Another came, and fili wes 
The Suns were weary'd out with looking Qn, 
And I untir'd. with loving. | 
I faw vue ry Day, an all the Day; 
And ev'ry Day was ſtill but as the firſt : 
So eager was I ftill to ſee you more. Dryd. All for Lows: 
 E#tfrid. And will you ever be thus kind, my Lord ? 
Ever thus charming? Ever thus fincere? 
Will not Reflection freeze this Marriage Nectar? 
Will not your Draughts of Love be bitter, think you, 
When longer mix d With Fleaſures Wormwood, Wife. 
Hill's Elfrid. 
SnaLL I know any Thing unknown to thee ! _ 
Thou haſt my Soul, thou keep'ſt my Key of Thought, i 


How can my Scores then be id from thee 
Yes, 


N. 
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Yes, I will tell thee, tho' my Death ſucceeds it. bid. 
I nab fo fix d my Heart upon her, | 
That whereſoc'er I fram'd a Scheme of Life 
For Time to come, ſhe was my only Joy, 
With which I uſed to ſweeten future Cares: 
I fancy'd Pleaſures, none but one who loves 
And doats as I did, can imagine like them. 
| | | Otæu. Ven. Pref. 
Tov art the only Comfort of my Age: 
Like an old Tree I ſtand among the Storms; 
Thou art the only Limb that I have left me: 

My dear green Branch ! and how I prize thee, Child, 
Heav'n only knows! Lee's Theod. 
THov waſt the very Darling of my Age; 

J thought the too ſhort to gaze upon thee : 

That all the Bleſſings I could gather for thee 

By Cares on Earth, and by my Pray'rs to Heav'n, 
Were little for my Fondneſs to beſtow. | 

x  ® Rowe's Fair Pen. 

Wuar Pleaſure I took in thee ! 

What Joy thou gav'ſt me in thy prattling 1 
Thy ſprightly Wit, and early blooming Beauty! 
How have I ftood and fed my Eyes upon thee! 
Then lifted up my Hands. and, wendring, bleſt thee ! 


1 Rowe's Fair Pen. 
On, that Form! | 


That Angel Face, on which my Dotage hang ! 

How have I gaz'd upon her, till my Soul 

With very Eagerneſs went forth to meet her, 

And iſſu'd at my Eyes! Was there a Ge 

Which the Sun ripens in the Indian Mines, 

Or the rich Boſom of the Ocean yields; 

What was there Art could make, or Wealth could buy, 

Which I have left unſought to deck her Beauty ? | 
E .. 

-. He lov'd me, 333 
With Fondneſs and with Tenderneſs he doated, 


Dwelt in my Eyes, and liy'd but in my Smiles. Bid. 


"FOOL 
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Iwould make ten Fools: A Man's a Prodigy. 


Greece, like a lovely Heifer, ſtood in view, 


But wiſt'd the Conqueſt mine. 
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0% 


Fo R TUNE takes care that Fools ſhould ſtill be ſeen; 
She places them aloft, th topmoſt Spoke 
Of all her Wheel. Fools are the daily Work 
Of Nature, her Vocation. If ſhe form + 
A Man, ſhe loſes by it; *tis too expenſive; 


Dryd. Oed; 


FORTITUDE. 


LE Fortune empty her whole Quiver on me, 
1 have a Soul that like an ample Shield, 

Can take in all, and Verge enough for more; 
Fate was not mine, nor am I Fate's, 
Souls know no Conquerors. Ded. Don Seb 

No am I leſs, ev'n in this deſpicable Moav, 

Than when my Name fill'd Africt with Affrights, 
And froze your Hearts beneath your torrid Zone. 


DzjzcTep! No, it never ſhall be ſaid | 
That Fate had Power upon a &purran Soul: 
My Mind on its own Centre ftands unmoy'd, 
And ftable as the Fabrick of the World, 
Propp'd on it ſelf. Still I am Cleomenes, 
I fought the Battle bravely which I've loſt; 
And loſt it but to Macedonians, 
The Succeſſors of thoſe who conquer'd 4/a. 
'Twas for a Cauſe too! ſuch a Cauſe I fought! 
Unbounded Empire hung upon my Sword. 


To ſee the Rivals each other gore, 
] fled, and yet I languiſh not in Exile; 
But here in Egypt whet my blunted Horns, | 


| 
U 
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And meditate new Flights, and chew my Loſs. 
| | Dryd. Cleom. 
In ſtruggling with Misfortunes 
Lies the true Proof of Virtue. On {ſmooth Seas 
How many bawble Boats dare ſet their Sails, 
And make an equal Way with firmer Veſſels: 
But let the Tempeſt once enrage the Sea, 
And then behold the ſtrong-rib'd Argoſie 
Bounding between the Ocean and the Air, 


Like Perſeus mounted on his Pega/us ; 


Then where are thoſe weak Rivals of the Main? 
Or to avoid the 'Tempeſt, fled to Port, 
Or made a Prey to Neptune. Ev'n thus 
Do empty Shew and true-priz'd Worth divide | 
In Storms of Fortune. Shakeſ. Troil. and Craf. 
Wirz ſuch unſhaken Temper of the Soul 
To bear the ſwelling Tide of proſp'rous Fortune, 
= er that Fortune. In A _ 
e Mind grows rough by buffeting the Tempeſt; 
But, in 8 55 diſſolin 4 ſinks Vaſe, _ . 
And loſes all her Firmneſs. Naber Tam, 
Tov haſt been | ; 


As one in ſuff ring all, that ſuffers nothin E 


A Man who Fortune Ruffste and Rewards 

Haſt ta'en with _ Thanks. And bleſt are they 

Whoſe Blood and Judgment mingl'd are ſo well, 

That they are not a Pipe for Fortune's Finger 

To ſound what Stop ſhe pleaſe.  Shake/. Ham. 

Far E was not mine; nor am ] Fate's: | 

Souls know no Conquerors. Dryd. Don Seb. 
THrov haft ſeen Mount Atlas, | 

While Storms and Tempeſts thunder on its Brows, 


And Oceans break their Billows at its Feet, 


It ſtands unmov'd, and glories in its Height: 
Such is that haughty Man; his tow'ring Soul, 
Midſt all the Shocks and Injuries of Fortune, 


Riſes ſuperior, and looks down on Cæſar. Add. Cato. 


Tux Virtues, Prince, have ſtood the Teſt of Fortune, 


Like 


2 
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Like pureſt Gold, that tortur'd in the Furnace, 
Comes out more bright, and brings forth all its Weight. 
 WauesE ſhall we find a Man that bears Affliction, 
Great and majeſtick in his Griefs, like Cato? 
Heavens! with what Strength, what Steadineſs of Mind, 
He triumphs in the midſt of all his Sufferings! | 
How does he riſe againſt a Load of Woes, : 
d thanks the Gods that throw the Weight upon him 


How does the Luſtre of our Father's Actions, 
Thro' the dark Cloud of IIls that cover him, 
Break out, and burn with more triumphant Brightneſs z 
His Suff rings ſhine, and add a Glory round him. | 
By Heav'n! ſuch Virtues jom'd with: ſuch Succeſs, 
Diſtract my very Soul: Our Father's Fortune | 
Would almoſt tempt us to renounce his Precepts. bid. 
Bx chearful, fight it well, and all the reſt 
Leave to the Gods and Fortune. If they fail us, 
Their's be the Fault; for Fate is their's alone: 
My Virtye, Fame, and Honour are my own. 
; Na Did. Clean. 
Txro* plung'd in Hs, and exercis'd in Care, | 
Yet never let the noble Mind deſpair: 
When preſs'd by Dangers, and beſet with Foes, 
The Gods their timeiy Succour interpoſe ; 1 7Ebes 
And when our Virtue ſinks, o erwhelm'd with Grief, 
By unforeſeen Expedients bring Relief. Phil. Diſt. Moth. 


FORTUNE. Sz Far z, Fool, Victs$ITUDE. 


Fo R TUNE had no Hand 
In what our Swords by Dint of Valour wone, 
She to the Brave was ever a curs'd Foe, 
But J at laſt have bound her to my Chariot, 
By conquering Virtue to be drag'd along; 
And while her broken Wheel is proudly born, | 
She ſhall be forc'd our Triumph to adorn, _—_— 
009 
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Good Fortune that comes ſeldom, comes more wel- 


— LES 27 Dryd. Oed. 
Fokruxk's a Miſtreſs that with Caution's kind, 
Knows that the Conſtant merit her alone: 
They who tho' ſhe ſeem froward, yet court on. 
| „% Ln Ono. Don Carl. 
Wenk ſhe a common Miſtreſs, kind to all, 
Her Work would ceaſe, and halfthe World grow idle. 
l | ö  Otw. Orpb. 
Wu Fortune means to Men moſt good, 
She looks upon them with a threatying Eye. 
1 Shakef. King Fohn. 
| PrzasURE has been the Bug neſs of my Life, 
And every change of Fortune eaſy to me, 
Becauſe I ſtill was eaſy to my ſelf.  Dryd. Don Seb. 
In all my Wars good Fortune flew before me; 
Sublime I fat in Triumph on her Wheel. % 
For TuNe came ſmiling to my Youth, and woo'd it, 
And purpl'd Greatneſs met my rip'ned Years. 
When firſt I came to Empire, I was born, 
On Tides of People crouding to my Triumphs: 
The Wiſh of Nations, and the willing World, 
Receiv'd me as its Pledge of future Peace. 
I was ſo great, ſo happy, ſo belov'd, 
Fate could not ruin me, till I took Pains, 
And work'd againſt my Fortune; chid her from me, 
And turn'd her looſe, yet ſtill ſhe came again. 
My careleſs Days, and my luxurious Nights, 
At length have weary'd her; and now ſhe's gone, 
Gone, gone, divorc'd for ever 
Fortune is Cæ ſar's now, and what am I? 
Oh! I am now ſo ſunk from what 1 was, 
Thou find'ſt me at my low-water Mark: 
The Rivers that ran in, and rais'd my Fortunes, 
Are all dry'd up, or take another Courſe. 
What I have left is from my native Spring ; 
I've ſtill a Heart that ſwells in Scorn of Fate, 
And lifts me to my Banks. 
GLuTToON 
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Graves of Fortune] thy devouring Youth 
Has ftary'd thy wanton Age. Dq. All for Love. 

My Soul's ill-marry'd to my Body: 
[ would be young, be "$16 pag be | belov'd. 
Could I but breathe m =y ſelf into Aaraſtus, 
Were but my Soul in Ozdipus, I were a King; 
Then I had kilbd a Monſter, gain'd a Battle, 
And had my Rival Pris'ner : Brave, brave Actions! 
Why have not I done theſe? My Fortune hinder: 
There's it, I have a Soul to do them all; | 
But Fortune will have nothing done that's great, 
= by young handſome Fools. Body and Brawn 
all 11 her Work : Hercules was a Fool, 
And ſtrait grew famous : A mad boiſt'rous Fool! 
Nay, worle, a Woman's Fool. 
Fool is the Stuff of which Heay'n makes a Hero. 
Dryd. Oed. 
Narunt meant me 
A Wike, a filly, harmleſs, houſhold Dove, 
Fond without Art, and kind without Deceit : 
But Fortune, that has made a Miſtreſs of me, 
Has thruſt me out to the wide World, unfurniſl'd | 
Of Falſhood, to be happy. Dy. Al for Lowe. 
Way was I fram'd with this plain honeſt Heart, 
Which knows not to diſguiſe its Griefs and Weakneſs ; 
But bears its Workings outward to the World. Did. 
I am made a ſhallow forded Stream, | 
Seen to the Bottom ; all my Clearneſs ſcorn'd, mn 
And all my Faults expos'd. Did. 
FAT E's dark Receſſes we can never find, | 
But Fortune at ſome Hours to all is kind: 
The Lucky have whole Days, which ſtill they chuſe; 
Th Unlucky have but Hours, and thoſe they loſe. 
Dryd. Tyr. Love. 
WII I Fortune never come with both AE full, 
But write her fair Words ſtill in fouleſt Letters? 
She either gives a Stomach, and no Food; 
Such are hon Poor in Health: Or elſe a Feaſt, 
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And takes. oy - en ſuch are the Rich, 
A ce, an it not. 
That , _ "Shale er. 


FR TEND. 


1 HAD 2 Friend that lovan me 1 
I was his Soul: He liv'd not but in me- 
We were ſo closd within each other's Breaſt, 
The Rivets were not found that join'd us firſt. 
That does not reach us yet: We were ſo Pa, 


As meeting Streams; both to our ſelves were loſt. | 
We were one Maſs; we: could not we nor take, 


But from the ſame; for he was I, 
Return my better half, and give me e all my ſelf, 
For thou art all! N 


If J have any Joy when thou art abſent, 


gradge it to my ſelf: Methinks I rob 

| Dryd. All Ar 1 Lows, 
THrov Brother of my Choice : A Band more ſacred 

Than Nature's brittle Tie, by holy Friendſhip. 

Glory and Fame Rood ſtill for thy Arrival; 

My Soul ſeem'd wanting of its better Half, 

And lenguiſh'd for thy Abſence : Like a Pro | 

That watts th* Inſpiration of his God. e Jan 

Adr thou not half my ſelf? 

Ows Faith has ever bound = and one Reaſon 

Guided our Wills. RNoæue's Fair. Per. 
Tavs from our Infancy we Hand in Hand | 

Have trod the Path of Life in Love together. 

One Bed has held us, and the ſame Defires, 

The ſame Averſion ſtill employ'd our Thoughts: 

Whene'er had I a Friend that was not Po/jdor's, _ 

Or Pohdor a Foe that was not mine? Ot. Orpb. 

 Wnro knows the Joys of Friendſhip? _ 
The Truft, Security and mutual Tenderneſs! 


The double Joys, where each is glad for both > 


Friendſhip 


V. 


n. 


1/7 


Grapple them to thy Soul with Hoops of Steel : 


. Could you behold him beg with dying Eyes 
A Glals of Water, and refuſe it him, 
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a „ our only Wealth, our laſt Retreat and 
en 
Secure againit ill Fortune and the World? 
Rowe's Fair Pen, 
NeiTHER has any Thing he calls his own, 
But of each other's Tonk as Griefs partaking, 
So very honeſtly, ſo well they love, | 
As they were only for each other born. Ozav. Orph. 
Ever note, Lucilius, 
When Love begins to ſicken and decay, 
It uſes an inforced Ceremony : 
There are no Tricks in plain and fimple Faith. 
But hollow Men, like Horſes, hot at Hand, 
Make gallant Shew and Promiſe of their Mettle ; ; 
But when t ney ſhould efidure the bloody Spur, 
They fall their Creſt, and, like deceitful Jades, | 
Sink in the Tryal. Shakeſ. Ful. 0 
Tux Friends thou haſt, and their Adoption try 'd, 


But do not dull thy Palm with Entertainment 
Of each unfledg'd unhatch'd Comrade. Beware 
Of Entrance to a Quarrel ; but being in, 


| Bear't, that the Oppoſed may beware of thee. 


Give every .Man thy Ear, but few thy Voice. 

Take each Man's Cenſure, but reſerve thy Judgment. 

Neither a Borrower nor a Lender be; 1 

For Loan oft loſes both it ſelf and Friend: | 1 

Borrowing dulls the Edge of Huſbandry. . 4 

This above all, to thine own ſelf be true, 5 4 

And it muſt follow, as the Night the Day, -*I 

Thou can'ſt not then be falſe to any Man. Sha#e/. 4 
Hap you a Friend ſo deſperately ſick, 

That all. Phyſicians had forſook his Cure, 2 

All ſcorch'd without, and all parch'd up ana * 

The Moiſture that maintain'd conſuming Nature. , 

Lick'd up, and in a Fever fry'd awa: : 


H Becauſe 
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Becauſe you knew it ill for his Diſeaſe ? 

When he would die without it, how could you 

Deny to make his Death more eaſy to him? 

Dryd. Rival Ladies. 


TRuE Happineſs 

Conſiſts not in a Multitude of Friends, 

But in the Worth and Choice. Nor would I have 

Virtue a popular Regard purſue : 

Let them be good that love me, tho' but few. 
Fohnſon's Cinthia's Rewels, 


_ FRIENDSHIP. 


Be not jealous of me, gentle Brutus, 
Were I a common Laugher, or did uſe 
To ftale with ordinary Oaths my Love 
To every new Proteſter, if you know 
That I do fawn on Men, and hug them hard, 

And after ſcandal them, or if you know | 

That I profeſs my ſelf in banqueting 

To all the Rout, then hold me dangerous. 

| Tee Shakef. Tul. Ce/ar, 

FRIENDSHIP is above the Reach of Fortune, 

Not to be rated from the blind Events 

Of giddy Chance. | Traps Abran. 
FR IENDSHI is ſtill accompany'd with Virtue, 

And always lodg'd in great and gen' rous Minds, 

But tis a Stranger to ſuch Breaſts as ours. 

True, we can join in Factions and Cabals, 

And form Conſpiracies; but ſtill the Bond 

Which holds our mercenary Souls together, 

Is our own Intereſt. | Lid. 

. By Heav'ns I love 

My Pollidore beyond all worldly Joys, 

And would not ſhock his Quiet, to be bleſt 

With greater Happineſs than Man e'er taſted, | 

| 1 5 Olav. Or pb. 
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FRIENDSEHI is Power and Riches all to me; 
Friendſhip's another Element of Life: 
Water and Fire not of more general Uſe- 
To the Support and Comfert of the World, 
Than Friendſhip to the Being of my Joy; 
I would do every Thing to ſerve a Friend. 


« * 


In their Nonage a Sympathy 
Unuſual join'd their Loves : 
They paired like Turtles; ſtill together drank, _ 
Together eat, nor quarell'd for the Choice. 45 
Like twining Streams both from one Fountain fell, 
And as they ran ſtill mingled Smiles and Tears. 


Lee's Cef. Borg. 


He lov'd me well; ſo well he could but die 
To ſhew he lov'd me better than his Life: 
He loſt it for me. | Drzd. Don Sebaſt. 
| | THERE's Virtue in thy Friendſhip 
Would make the ſaddeſt Tale of Sorrow pleaſing, 
Strengthen my Conſtancy, and welcome Ruin. 


Otau. Ven. Pref. 


Live, live, and reign for ever in my Boſom, 
Safe and unrival'd there poſſeſs thy own. _ 
And you, ye brighteſt of the Stars above, 

Ye Saints that once were Women here below, 
Be Witneſs of the Truth, the holy Friendſhip, 
Which here to this my other ſe!f I vow ; 

If I not hold her nearer to my Soul 

'Than every other Joy the World can give, 

Let Poverty, Deformity, and Shame, 
Diſtraction and Deſpair ſeize me on Earth; 
Let not my faitfleſs Ghoſt have Peace hereafter, 
Nor taſte the Bliſs of your celeſtial Friendſhip. 


Rowe's Fane Shore. 


Alex. Rs E all, and thou, my ſecond ſelf, my Love, 
O my Hepbeſtion, raiſe thee from the Earth 0 
Up to my Breaſt, and hide thee in my Heart: 


Art thou grown cold? Why hang thy Arms at Diſtance? 
2k H 2 Hug 


South. Fat. of Cap. 
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Hug me, or, by Heay'n, thou loveſt me not. | 

oy. 4h love my Lord ! Break not the 1 voa 
ram'd, 

And moulded up to ſuch an Excellence; 

Then ftamp'd on it your own immortal Image. 

Not love the King ! Such is not Woman's Love! 

So fond a Friendſhip, ſuch a ſacred Flame 

As I muſt doubt to find in Breaſts above. 
Alex. Thou do'ſt, thou lov'ſt me, Crown of all my 

„„ 

Thou dearer to me than my Groves of Laurels! 

I know thou lov'it thy Alerander more 

Than Chtus loves the King. No Tears, Hepbeſtion ! 

J read thy Paſſion in thy manly Eyes, 

And Mary 3 in thoſe Planets of my Life, 

Above the rival Lights that ſhine in Heav'n. 

Fl tell thee, Friend, and mark it all ye nee. | 

Tho? never mortal Man arriv'd to ſuch 

A Height as I, yet I would forfeit all, | 

Caſt all my Purples, and my conquer rd Crowns, 

And die to fave this Darling of my Soul. Lee's Alex. 
' MARCUS, the Friendſhips of the World are oft 

Confed'racies in Vice, or Leagues of Pleaſure : 

Ours has ſevereſt Virtue for its Baſis ; 


And ſuch a Friendſhip ends not but with Life. Add. Cato. 


FRIENDSHIP's the Privilege | 
Of private Men; for wretched Greatneſs knows 
No Bleſling ſo ſubſtantial. 11 Tate's Loy. Gen. 
FRIENDSHIP. 1s conſtant i in all other Things, 
Save in the Office and Affairs of Love; 
Therefore all Hearts in Love uſe their own Tongues: 
Let ev'ry Eye negotiate for it ſelf, | 
And truſt no Agent; for Beauty is a Witch, 
. whoſe * Faith melteth into Blood. 
. Much allo 8 Nothing. 
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PRO TESTATION event. | 


Ou! thou art ſo near my Heart, that thou may'ſt ſee! 
Its Bottom ſound its Strength and F irmneſs to thee. _ 
Otav. Ven. Pref: 
On my lov'd Friend! till now I never knew 
The Pangs of parting Friendfhip. 
At Diſtance I have taſted of the Pain, PD 
When the rude Morn has funder'd us away © - 
To our Repofe : But my Soul, F Wear, 
Ew'n then my Eyes would drop a ſilent Tear, 5 
* ſtill to cloſe and fhut out thee. | 
| ya: Few. 7 enice, 


FEEDS ST See GREATNESS. 
FROWN. 


Marx, my Sehaftian, how that Gallen Frown,, 
Like flaſhing Lightning, . angry Heav'n, 
And while it Kills, delights. Dgd. Don Seb. 
Al theſe Wrongs a: 

Have never made me ſour my patient Cheek, © 

Or bend one Wrinkle on my Face. Shake/. Rich It. 
He parted frowning from me, 

So looks the chafed Lion | 

Upon the daring Huntſman, who has galPd Nin, 

Then makes him nothing. 2 _ Hen. vin, 


FORGIVENESS. 


On my Boſom Copnfanier I 
Thou deareft, richeſt Cordial to my Soul! 
Thou haſt a Sea of Pity, pour it on me, 
Shed thy ſoft Dew of Mercy on my Love, | 
And, oh? forgive the Wretch who Kneels before thee. 
Hill's F. Inc. 
ny: Forc1ivs 
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| Fo ROIVE the Sallies of my Paſſion, 
For I have been to blame, Oh, much to blame! 
Have faid ſuch Words, nay, done ſuch Actions too, 
N as I am) that my aw'd conſcious Soul 

inks in my Breaſt ; nor dare I lift an Eye 
On him I have offended.  Shakef. Trail. Cre. 


FUTURE STATE. 


In th' other World our Souls ſhall there be mixt, 
Who knows but there our Joys may be compleat, | 
A happy Father thou, and I perhaps 
The {miling Mother of ſome little Gods. Lee's Mith. 
Tn I did love thee, Cæſar, oh! tis true, | 
If then thy Spirit look upon as now, 

Shall it not grieve thee dearer than thy Death, 
Jo fee thy Anthony making his Peace, | 
Shaking the bloody Fingers of thy -Foes, 
Moſt noble in the Preſence of thy 3 5 

| Es „ e. Ca.. 

Ixũ I muſt die, 5 = of 

Why then there's one Day leſs for humane TIlls ; 
And who wou'd moan himſelf for ſuffering that, 
Which in a Day muſt paſs ſomething or nothing ? 
I ſhall be what I was again, before 
3 was Adrafis.... ED: Dy. Ocd. 

TBV talk of Heros and celeſtial Beauties, 
And wond'rous Pleaſures in the other World. Ibid. 

MEeTarxxs I'm more at eaſe now Death approaches, 
Secure of any future Separation | 
From her I love. 

We ſoon ſhall meet never to part again ; 

In that my Hopes are center'd, and by that 
Imagination wound ſo high, that now 

My Soul intent on Parad:/e and Her, 

Even on the Rack its Firmneſs ſhall maintain, 
All wrapt in Thought and negligent of Pain. 

| FTyrap's Abram. 
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WHen thy great Soul has left 
Thy tortur'd Body, ftay a Moment for me 
However a while in this inferior Region, 8 
] ſhall o'ertake thee, Son. Did. 
DisTRUuUsT and Darkneſs of a future State, 1 
Make poor Mankind ſo fearful of their Fate; 
Death in it ſelf is nothing, but we fear 
To be we know not what, we know not where; 
Ay, but to die, and go we know not where ; 
Jo lie in cold Obſtructions, and to rot; 
This ſenſible warm Motion to become 
A kneaded Clod; and the delighted Spirit 
To bathe in fiery Floods; or to reſide 
In thrilling Regions of thick-ribb'd Ice; 
To be impriſon d in the viewleſs Winds; 
Or blown with retteſs Violence about 
The pendant World; or to be worſe than worſt 
Of thoſe, that lawleſs and uncertain Thought 
| Imagine howling ; Tis too horrible! 
The wearieſt and moſt loathed worldly Life, 
That Pain, Age, Penury, and Impriſonment, 
Can lay on Nature, is a Paradiſe | 
To what we fear of Death. Shake/. Meaſure for Meaſure. 
i I 1 of Death, to one near Death, is dread- 


Oh! *tis a fearful Thing to be no more ! 

Dr if to be, to wander after Death; 

To walk as Spirits do, in Brakes all Day, 

And when the Darkneſs comes, to glide in Paths 

That lead to Graves, and in the ſilent Vault, 

Where lies your own pale Shroud, to hover o'er it, 
Striving to enter your forbidden Corps, 

And often, often, vainly breath your Ghoſt 

Into your Lifeleſs Lips: 

Then, like a lone benighted Traveller, | 
Shut out from Lodgings, ſhall your Groans be anſwer'd, 
By whiſtling Winds, whoſe every Blaſt ſhakes 

Your tender Form to Atoms. TIN Bid. 
| H 4 O BLI1ISSFUL 
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© Br1ysrvL Proſpect of a future State! 
Delightful Extaſy in Thoughts of Death 
Methinks thro” all the vaſt and verdant Meads, 
No Roſe lies blaſted, and no Myrtle fades, 
But ever blooms | 
'Thro' all Elizium, all the flow'ry Groves. Heph. Pyrrh. 
THERE the brave Youth, with Love of Virtue fir'd, 
Who greatly in his Country's Cauſe expir'd, 
Shall know he conquer'd: The firm Patriot there, 
Who made the Welfare of Mankind his Care, 
Tho' ſtill by Faction, Vice, and Fortune croſs'd, 
Shall find the generous Labour was not loſt. Add. Cats, 


FUTURITY 


DivixEs but peep on undiſcover'd Worlds, 
And draw the diſtant Landſkip as they pleaſe: 
But who has &er return'd from thoſe bright Regions, 
To tell their Manners, and relate their Laws? 
| Dryd. Don Seb. 
Tnink, timely think, on the laſt dreadful Day, 
How you will tremble there, to ſtand expos'd 
The foremoſt in the Rank of guilty Ghoſts 
That muſt be doom'd for Murder! Think on Murder 
That Troop is plac'd a- part from common Crimes; 
The damn'd themſelves ſtart wide, and ſhun that Band, 
As far more black, and more forlorn than they. 
"Tis terrible, it ſhakes, it ſtaggers me; 
I know this Truth, but I repell'd the Thought. 
Sure there is none but fears a future State; 
And when the moſt obdurate ſwear they do not, 
Their trembling Hearts belye their boaſting Tongues. 
| N Deyd. Span. Fryar. 
Tuus Men too careleſs of their future State, 
Diſpute, know nothing, and repent too late. | 
i Dad. Dake of Guiſe. 
To be, or not to be ! that is the Queſtion! 


Whether tis nobler in the Mind to ſuffer 1 
| 4 


” Fo 


the ENGLISH STAGE. 53 
The Stings and Arrows of outrageous Fortune, 

Or to take Arms againſt a Sea of I roubles, | 
And, by oppoſing, end them? To die! To fleep 
No more! and, by a Sleep to fay we end 

The Heart-Ache, and the thouſand nat'ral Shocks 

That Fleſh is Heir to! * Fis a Coaſummation 

Devoutly to be wilt'd.. To die, to ſleep! 

Fo flezp, perchance to dream! Ay, there's the Ruby 
Fer in that Sleep of Death what Dreams may come, 
When we have ſhuffled of his mortal Coyle, 

Muſt give us Pauſe. There's the Reſpect 

That makes Calamity of fo long Late : 

For who could bear the Whips and Scorns of Tr. 

Th' Oppreſſor's Wrongs, the peor Man's Contumely, 
The Pangs of deſpis'd Love, the Law's Delay, - 
The Inſolence of Office, and the Spurns 

That patient Merit of th' Unwarthy takes, 
When he himſelf might his Ouietus make 
With a bare Bodkin ? Who would Fardles bear, 
To groan and ſweat under a weary Life, 

But that the Dread of ſomething after Death, 
The undifcover'd Country, from wliole Porne 
No Traveller returns, puzzles the Will, 

And makes us rather bear thoſe Ills we have, 
Than fly to others that we know not of? 
Thus Conſcience does make Cowards of us all, 
And thus the native Hue of Refolution 

Is ficklied o'er with the pale Caſt of Thought, 
And Enterprizes of great Pith and Moment, 
With this Regard their Currents turn away, 


Ard loſe the Name of Action. | Shake. Han, 
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GHOST. 


Devil, 


— to ſtare ? 

. Speak to me what thou art. 
| Shakef. Tul. Cz/ar. 

Fyz heard a Spirit's Force is wonderful, 
At whoſe Approach, when ſtatting from his Dungeon, 

'The Earth will ſhake, and the old Ocean groan, 
Rocks are remov'd, and Trees are thunder d down, 
And Walls of Braſs, and Gates of Adamant, 


Are paſſable as Air, and fleet like Winds. Lee's Oedipus. 


Ir faded at the Crowing of the Cock, 
And ftarted like a guilty Thing 
Upon a fearful Summons. | Shakef. Haml. 

Be thou a Spirit of Health, or Goblin damn'd, 
Bring with thee Airs from Heaven, or Blaſts from Hell, 
Be thy Events wicked or charitable, 
Thou comeſt in ſuch a queſtionable Shape, 
That I will ſpeak to thee. Oh! oh! anſwer me; 
Let me not burſt in Ignorance, but tell 
Why thy canoniz d Bones, hearſed in Earth, 
Have burſt the ir Cearments ? Why the Sepulchre, 
Wherein we ſaw thee quietly interr'd, 
Has op'd its pond'rous and marble Jaws, 
To let thee out again? What may this mean, 
'That thou, dear Corſe, again in compleat Steel 
Reviſit'ſt thus the Glimpſes of the Morn, 
Making Night hideous, and us Fools of Nature, 
So horribly to ſhake our Diſpoſition, 
With Thoughts beyond the Reaches of our Souls ? 

I am 


J RT thou ſome God, ſome Angel, or ſome 
{3 That mak'& my Blood Cold, and my Hair 
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I am thy Father's Spirit, 

Doom'd for a certain Time to walk the Night, 

And for the Day confin'd to faſt in Fires, 

Till the foul Crimes, done in my Days of Nature 

Are burnt and purg'd away. _ Shakef. Haml. 


\ 
6G OLD: 


GoL Dp! yellow, glitt'ring precious Gold! 
Gold Nen make Black white, Foul fair, Wrong 
right, 77 | 
Baſe noble, Old young, Coward valiant ! 


Ha! you Gods! why this 


Will lug your Prieſts and Servants from your Sides; 
Pluck ſtout Mens Pillows from below their Heads 


This yellow Slave 
Will knit and break Religions; bleſs th' Accurs'd ; 


Make the hoar Leproſy ador'd; place Thieves, 


And give them Title, Knee, and Approbation, # 
With Senators on the Bench. Shake/. Timon of Athens. 
| Love! what a poor Omnipotence haſt thou, 
When Gold and Titles buy thee? Dryd. Span. Tar. 
| Wu ENI made | 

This Gold, I made a greater God than Jowe, | 
And gave my own Omnipotence away. Dryd. Ampb. 

'T1s Gold = | 
Which buys Admittance; oft it doth, yea, and makes 
Diana's Rangers falſe themſelyes, and yield up 
Their Deer to the Stand of the Stealers; and tis Gold 
Which makes the true Man kill'd, and ſaves the Thief; 
Nay, ſometimes hangs both Thief and true Man. 


What can it not do and undo? Shateſ. Cymbel. 


GRATE. 
THe reconciling Grave 
Swallows Diſtinction firſt, that made us Foes, 


Then all alike lie down in Peace together: South. Fat. Mar. 
H 6 GREATNESS. 
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CREATNESS. 


HE doch beſtride the narrow World, 
Like a Col»/ws, and we petty Men 
Walk under his huge Legs, and peep about 
To find our ſelves diſhonourzble- Graves. 
Shate/. 7 C 
1 Cimbth Tamora Ohmpus* Top, 
Safe out of Fortunes Shot and fits aloft, 
Advanc'd above pale Envy's threatning Reach, 
As when the golden Sun ſalutes the Morn, 
Ard having gilt the Ocean with bis Beams, 
Gallops the Zeaiack in his Glit'ring Coach, 
And overlooks the hignelt piercing Hills. 
Sbaleſ. Tit. And. 
Her kike a Pyramid reversd i is grown, 
Ev'n from a Point, to the moſt dreadful Greatneſs, 
His very Name already ſhakes the World. Lee's Theod. 
Now more Mountains riſe, more Rivers flow, 
And more Stars ſhine in my fall growing Empire. 
The Sun imſelf ſurveys it not at once, 
But travels for the View, whilſt far disjoin'd, 
My Subjects ve unheard of by each other; 
"Theſe wrapp'd in Shades, whilſt thoſe enjoy the Light, 
Their Day is various, but their King the ſame, 
Young's Buſtris. 


GC R E ATNESS ard P4 0 an. :&e'Scoan. 
See Ex RUN 2nd Empire, See VIcIssITupEsG. 


How re we band: ed up und doum by Fate, 
By fo much more unhappy, as we're great! 
Ozwv. Don Carlos. 


GrEATNESsS, thou gawdy Fame of cur Souls, 


The wiſe Man's 1 n and the Rage of Fools. 
Otæb. Alcib. 
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GREATNESS, moſt envied when leaſt underſtood, 
Thou art no real, but a ſeeming Good; | 
Sick at the Heart, thou in the Face look'ſt well; 
By thy exalted State we only gain | 
To be more wretched than the Vulgar can. 
| Sedley s Ant. and Cleop. 
Fa RE WEL IL, a long Farewel to all my Greatneſs ! 
This is the State of Man: To Day be puts forth 
The tender Leaves of Hopes; to Morrow bloſſoms, 
And bears his bluſhing Honours thick upon him: 
The third Day comes a Froſt, a killing Froſt; 
And when he thinks, good eafy Man, full ſurely, 
His Greatneſs is a rip'ning, nips his Root, © 
And then he falls as I do. I have ventur'd, 
Like little wanton Boys, that ſwim on Bladders, 
This many a Summer in a Sea of Glory, | 
But far beyond my Depth. My high-blown Pride 
At length broke under me, and now has left me, 
Weary and old with Service, to the Mercy 
Of a rude Stream that muſt for ever hide me. | 
, Shake. Hen. VIII. 
I now begin to loath all human Greatneſs ; 
I'll fly all Courts, and Lore fhall be my Guide; 
Love, that's more-worth than all the World beſide. 
State grows uneaſy when it tunders Love, 
A glorious Burden which the Wiſe remove. 
Whom Heay'n would bleſs, from Pomp it will remove, 
And make their Wealth in Privacy and Love. Dryd..4uren. 
And when for Air the Goddeſs would unbind, 
She's clogg'd with Sceptres, and to Crowns confin'd. 


= Lee's Theod. 
For 1 diſdain 
All Pomp when thou art by: Far be the Noiſe 
Of Kings and Courts from us, whoſe gentle Souls 
Our kinder Stars have fteer'd another Way. 
Free as the Foreſt Birds we'll pair together, 
Without remembring who our Fathers were; 


Fly to the Arbours, Grots, and flow'ry Me, e 
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And in ſoft Murmurs interchange our Souls; 
Together drink the Cryſtal of the Stream, 
Or taſte the yellow Fruit which Autumn yields : 
And when the golden Evening calls us home, 
Wing to our downy Beds, and ſleep till Morn. Lee's Theod. 
Covrp great Men thunder, 
As Jowve himſelf doth, Jove would ne'er be quiet; 
For every pelting petty Officer | 
Would uſe his Heav'n for Thunder: 
Nothing but Thunder. Merciful Heav'n! 
Thou rather with thy ſharp and ſulph'rous Bolt 
Splir' the unwedgeable and gnarled Oak, 
Than the ſoft Myrtle: O, but Man! proud Man! 
| 


. 4 aan , Y Lad 


Dreſs d in a little brief Authority, 

Moſt ignorant of what lies moſt aſſur'd, 

But glaſſy Eſſence, like an angry Ape, 

Plays ſuch fantaſtic Tricks before high Heav'n, 

As make the Angels weep; who with our Spleens 

Would all themſelves laugh mortal. | | 

| Shakeſ. Mea ſure for Meaſure. | 

Wr cannot weigh our Brother with our ſelf: 

Great Men may jeſt with Saints; tis Wit in them, | 


But in the Leſs foul Prophanation. Bid. 
TnaAr in the Captain's but a cholerick-Word, 


Which in the Soldier is flat Blaſphemy. Ibid. | 


GRIEF 85 | 


Wu a rich Feaſt the canker Grief has made, 
How has it ſuck'd the Roſes of thy Cheeks ! 
And drank the liquid Cryſtal of thy Eyes. 

| Seavel's Sir Walt. Raaul. 

THrov and thy Sorrows now are all at Peace, 
But I have Woes unnumbred Woes to come, 
If any aſk whoſe Eyes are forc'd to fee : 
Unhallow'd View, a murther'd Lover's Coarſe; 
If any aſk whoſe Arms expect to graſp 
A dying Father in a laſt Embrace; 


{ 
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If any aſk what Orphan's Tongue muft charm 
The Ghoſt of Sorrow in a widow'd Mother, 
Conduct him here. In me behold that Wretch, 
The Scene and Center of all human Grief, Bid. 
No Roſes bloom upon my fading Cheek, | 
Nor laughing Graces wanton in my Eyes ; | 
But haggard Grief, lean-looking, ſallow Care 
And pining Diſcontent, a rueful Train 
Dwell on my Brow all hideous and forlorn, 1 
Roave's Fane Shore. 
Tuo thinkſt 'tis much that this contentious Storm 
Invades us to the Skin; ſo tis to thee, 
But where the greater Malady is fix t, . 
The leſſer is ſcarce felt: When the Mind's free 
The Body's delicate. The Tempeſt in my Mind, 
Doth from my Senſes take all feeling elſe 3 
Save what beats there. Shakeſ. King Lear. 
GRIEF has ſo wrought upon him, 
He takes falſe Shadows for true Subſtances. + 
| Shakef. Titus Andron. 
My ' Grief was at the Height before thou cam'lt, 
And now like Nz/us, it diſdaineth Bounds. Bid. 
HER ſtiff'ning Grief, 1 
Who ſaw her Children ſlaughter'd all at once, 
Is dull to mine. Ded. Oed. 
THERE is a kind of mournful Eloquence | 
In thy dumb Grief, which ſhames all clam'rous Sorrow. 
_ Tees Thead. 
I saw her 
Caſt on the Ground, in mourning Weeds ſhe lies, 
| Her torn and looſen'd Treſſes ſhade her round, 
Thro' which her Face, all pale as ſhe were dead, 
Gleams like a ficky Moon, too great her Grief 
For Words or Tears, but ever and anon, 
After a dreadful ſtill inſidious Calm, 
Collecting all her Breath, long long ſuppreſs'd ; 
She ſobs her Soul out in a lengthen'd Groan, 
So fad it breaks the Heart of all that hear, 


. 
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And ſends her Maids in Agonies away. Young's Bufiris, 
Tu E Sun, who with one Look ſurveys the Globe, 

Sees not a Wretch like me: And could the World 

Take a right Meaſure of my State within, 

Mankind muſt either pity me, or ſcorn me. 


| Dryd. Maid. Queen, 
ALL Days to me henceforth are equal: 
To Morrow, and the next, and each as follows, 
Will undiſtingurft'd, roll, and but prolong 
One hated Line of more extended Woe. Cong. M. Bride. 
Mir my big ſwollen Heart Fre 
Vent all its Griefs, and give a Looſe to Sorrow, 
Marcia, could anſwer thee in Sighs, keep pace 
With all thy Wces, and count out Tear for Tear. 
| | | | Add. Cato, 
BuT know, young Prince, that Valour ſoars above 
What the World calls Misfortune and Affliction: 
Theſe are not Ills, elſe they would never fall 
On Heaven's firſt Fav'rites, and the beſt of Men. 
The Gods in Bounty work up Storms about ue, 
That give Mankind occaſion to exert 
Their hidden Strength, and throw out into Practice 
Virtues which ſhun the Day, and lie canceard 
In the ſmooth Seaſons and the Calms of Life, Had. Cato. 
Lr us not, Lucia, aggravate our Sorrows, 
"But to the Gods permit th' Event of Things: 
Our Lives diſcolour'd with the preſent Woes, 
May ſtill grow bright and ſmile with happier Hours. 
So thepure limpid Stream, when foul with Stains 
Of ruſhing Torrents, and deſcending Rains, 
Works it ſelf clear, and as it runs reſines, 
Till by Degrees the floating Mirror ſhines; 
Reflects each Flower that on the Border grows, 


And a new Heav'n in its fair Boſom ſhows. Lid. 
A Sour. exaſperated in IIls, falls out 
With every Thing, its Friend, it ſelf. Lid. 


On! nothing now can pleaſe me: 
Darkneſs, and Solitude, and Sighs, and Tears, 3 
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And, Glutton-like, devour alone. 


They ſhake their downy Wings, and ſcatter all 
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And all the inſeparable Train of Grief, | 
Attend my Steps for ever. Dad. Amph. 
Tis not alone my inky Cloke, | 

Nor cuſtomary Suits of ſolemn Black, 
Nor windy Suſpiration of forc'd Breath, 
No, nor the fruitful River in the Eye, ET 
Together with all Forms, Modes, Shews of Grief, 
That can denote me truly. Theſe indeed ſeem, 
For they are Actions that a Man might play: 
But J have that within which paſſes Show, 
Theſe are but the Trappings and the Suits of Woe. 
Shakef. Ham. 
My Grief lies all within, | 
And thoſe external Manners of Laments, 
Are merely Shadows to the unſeen Grief, 
That ſwells with Silence in my tortur'd Soul : | 
There lies the Subſtance. - Shakeſ. Rich. II. 
GIVE Sorrow Words: The Grief that does not ſpeak, 
Whiſpers the o'er-fraught Heart, and bids it break. 
| | Shakeſ. Mac. 
J am dumb, as folemn Sorrow ought to be; 
Could my Griefs ſpeak, the Tale would have no end. _ 
| | Otww. Cai. Mar. 
IT is the Wretch's Comfort ſtill to have e 
Some ſmall Reſerve bf near and inward Woe 
Some unſuſpected Hoard of darling Grief, 


Which they, unſeen, may wail,” and weep, and mourn, 
Cong. Monrn. Bride. 
Tru E gives Increaſe to my Afflictions: W_— 
The circling Hours, that gather all the Woes 

Which are diffus'd thro' the revolving Year, . © 


Come heavy loaden with th' oppreſſive Weight 


To me; with me ſucceſſtwely they leave 
The Sighs, the Tears, the Groans, the reſtleſs Cares, 
And all the Damps of Grief that did retard their Flight ; 


Their dire collected Dews on my poor Head; | 
Then fly with Joy and Swiſtneſs from me. Thi. 


I HAVE 
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I nave been in ſuch a diſmal Place, 
Where Joy ne'er enters, which the Sun ne'er cheers; 
Bound in with Darkneſs, o'erſpread with Damps ; 
Where I have ſeen (if I could ſay I ſaw) 
'The good old King, majeſtick in his Bonds, 
And midſt his Griefs, moſt venerably great, 
By a dim-winking Lamp, which feebly broke 
Ihe gloomy Vapours: He lay ſtretch'd along 
Upon th' unwholeſome Earth, his Eyes fix d upward, 
And ever and anon a ſilent Tear | 
Stole down, and trickled from his hoary Beard: 
My Heart is wither'd at that piteous Sight, 
As early Bloſſoms are with Eaſtern Blaſts. 


Hie ſent for me, and while I rais'd his Head, 


He threw his aged Arms about my Neck, 

And, ſeeing that I wept, he preſs'd me cloſe; 
So leaning Cheek to Cheek, and Eyes to Eyes, 
We mingled Tears in a dumb Scene of Sorrow. 


Ded. Span. Fryar 


His Griefs have rent my aged Heart aſunder ; 
Stretch'd on the damp unwholeſome Earth he lies, 
Nor had my Prayers or Tears the Power to move him. 


Now motionleſs, as Death, his Eyes are fix'd, 


And then anon he ſtarts, and caſts them upwards, 
And, groaning, cries, I am th' Accurs'd of Heav'n. 
| | Roave 's Fair Pen. 
O rk me in a Fellow -Mourner with thee ; 
Til number Groan for Groan, and Tear for Tear; 
And when the Fountains of thy Eyes are dry, 
Mine ſhall ſupply the Stream, and weep for both. 
Rowe's Fair Pen. 
Bur to perſevere 
In obſtinate Condolement, is a Courſe 
Of impious Stubbornneſs : Tis unmanly Grief: 
It ſhews a Will moſt uncorre& to Heav'n, 
A Heart unfortify'd, a Mind impatient, 
An Underſtanding ſimple and unſchool'd. 
For what we know muſt be, and is as common 4 
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As any the moſt vulgar Thing to Senſe, 

Why ſhould we in our peeviſh Oppoſition 

Take it to Heart? Fiel *tis a Fault to Heay'n 3 - 
A Fault againſt the Dead; a Fault to Nature; 
To Reaſon moſt abſurd, whoſe common Theme 
Is Death of Fathers, and who till have cry'd, 
From the firſt Coarſe to his that died to Day, 


This muſt be ſo. | Shakeſ. Haml, 
GRIEF, tho' not cur'd, is eas'd by Company. 
| Dryd. Auren. 


Tu Ar eating Canker, Grief, with waſteful Spight, 
Preys on the roſy Bloom of Youth and Beauty. | 
| 5 Rowe's Amb. Stepm. 
| A wHiLE ſhe ſtood. 
Transform'd by Grief to Marble, and appear'd 
Her own pale Monument; but when ſhe breath'd 
The ſecret Anguiſh of her wounded Soul, | 
So moving were the Plaints, they wou'd have ſooth'd 
The ſtooping Falcon to ſuſpend his Flight, 
And ſpare his Morning Prey, Te'ent. Mariam. 
My Soul lies hid in 8 of Grief, _ | 
Whence, like the Bird of Night, with half-ſhut Eyes, 
She peeps, and ſickens at the Sight of Day. - | 
en hand: Boo. Raſh 
| On let us not ſupport, . - 
But fink each other down! | 
Where levell'd low, no more we'll lift our Eyes, 
But prone and dumb, rot the firm Face of Earth 
With Rivers of inceſſant ſcalding Rain. 
Cong. Mourn. Bride, 
Wu r doſt thou heave, and ſtifle in thy Grief? 
Thy Heart will burſt ; thy Eyes look red, and ſtart: 
Give thy Soul away, and tell me thy dark Thought, 
Thy ſecond ſelf ſhould feel each other's Wound, 
And Woe ſhould be in equal Portions dealt. Bid. 
No ſunk in Grief, and pining with Deſpair, 
Her waning Form no longer ſhall incite 
Envy in Woman, or Deſire in Man: T 
4 | She 
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She never ſees the Sun, but thro' her Tears; 
And wakes to ſigh the live-long Nights away. | 
| 2 Rowe's J. Shore, 
For this I mourn, and will for ever mourn ; 
Nor will I change theſe black and diſmal Robes, 
Or ever dry theie ſwoll'n and wat'ry Eyes, 
Or eyer taſte Content, or Peace of Heart, 
While I have Life and Thought of my Alphonso. 
| | | Cong. Mourn. Bride. 
I FELT no Sorrows then, but now my Grief, 
Like feſt' ring Wounds, grown cold, begins to ſmart, 
The raging Anguiſh gnaws and tears — gh 
| * och. Fal. 


R Oo E. 


Tu ls ſhadowing Deſart, unfrequented Wood, 
J better brook than flouriſhing peopl'd Towns. 
Here J can ſit alone, unſeen of any, 
And to the Nightingale's complaining Notes 
Tune my Diſtreſſes, and record my Woes. Fe 
. ae _ Shake. Tuo Gen. of Verona. 
Dx Ax ſolitary Groves, where Peace does dwell! 
Sweet Harbours of pure Love and Innocence! 
How willingly could I for ever tay x 
Beneath the Shade of yaur embracing Greens, 
Liſt ning to the Harmony of warbling Birds, | 
Tun'd with the gentle Murmur of the Streams; _ 
pon whoſe Bank, in various Livery, | 
he fragrant Offspring of the early Year, : - | ... - 
Their Heads, like graceful Swans, bent proudly down 
See their own Beauties in the cryſtal F Ry 


G 


My Senſes blaze, my laſt I knew & came, 
My laſt of Hours, tis wondrous horrid now, 
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| Rach. Fat. 


| My 
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My lawleſs Love, and boundleſs Power 
Lee's Mieh. 


O ro- ER of Guilt, you fear to ſtand the Teſt, 
Which Virtue brings, like Sores your Vices ſhake 
Before this Roman Healer: but by the Gods 
Before I go, I'll rip the Malady, 

And let the Venom flow before your Eyes.” Lee's Theod. 

HENCEFORTH, let no Man truſt the firſt falſe Step 
Of Guilt, it hangs upon a Precipice, 

Whoſe ſteep * in laſt Perdition ends. 

How far I'm plung d down beyond all Thought, 
Which I this, Evening fram'd ; but be it ſo, 
Conſummate Horror, Guilt beyond a Name ! 
Dare not my Soul repent; in thee Repentance 


Were fecond Guilt, and thou blaſphem'ſ juſt Heav'n +. 


By hoping Mercy. Ah my Pains will ceaſe, 

When Gods want Power to puniſh ; 

Rife never more, O Sun let N ight prevail, 

Eternal Darkneſs cloſe the World's wide Scene, 

And hide me from Nicanor and my ſelf. ng s Buftris, 
Lex us go together, 

Full of our Guilt, diſtracted where to roam, | 

Like the firſt wretched pair, diſpell'd their Paradiſe, 

Let's find ſome Place, where Adders neſt in Winter, 


Loathſome and venomous, where Poiſons hang 


Like Gums againſt the Walls, where Witches meet 


By Night and feed upon ſome pamper'd Imp, 
Fat with the blood of Babes; there we'll inhabit. 
Ot. Orphan. 
GuiLT i is the ung of Sorrow, tis the Fiend, 

Th ayenging Fiend, that follows us behind | 
With Whips and Stings. Robe s Fair Pen. 
Wu kx Guilt is in its Bluſh of Infancy, 

It trembles in a Tenderneſs of Shame; 

And the firſt Eye that pierces thro the Veil, 

That hides the Secret, brings it to the Face. 

But thine amazes me, and ſeems confirm'd 
F Beyond 
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Beyond Confuſion bold, and dares the Light. 
Southerne's Spart. Dame. 
Wu v all theſe Signs in Nature, why this Tumult, 
To tell me 1 am guilty ? if my Crown . 
The Fates demand, why let them take it back. 
My Crown indeed I may reſign, but Oh 
Who can awake the Dead ? 
"Tis hence theſe Speeches ſhock my Midnight Thoughts, 
And Nature's Laws are broke to diſcompoſe me ; | 
Tis I that whirl theſe Hurricanes in Air, 
And ſhake the Earth's Foundations with my Guilt. 
| Young's Bufiris. 
EARTH open quick, and take me to the Centre; 
Ye Cedars, fall and cruſh me, to conceal me: 
But what Retreat can hide me from my Thoughts? 
For I have ſeen my Shame, and that's to me 
As much as if the aſſembled World beheld it! 


| Den. Riſe. & Arn. 
Warerre ſhall I find a Refuge? „„ 
No Barb'rous Nation will receive a Guilt 
So much tranſcending their's; but drive me out: 
The wildeſt Beaſts will hunt me from their Dens, 
And Birds of Prey moleſt me in the Grave. Lee's Alex. 
THroucGHrTs cannot form themſelves in Words fo 
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horrid, | 

As can expreſs my Guilt. Dad. All for Love. | 

Be HOLD her guilty Looks; for Guilt will ſpeak, 7 
'Tho' Tongues were out of Uſe. Shakeſ. Othclh. 


Trex Horror that attends on waking Guilt, 

Now ſeizes on my Thoughts, and hurries them 
Into the Wildneſs of a mad Deſpair. South. Dijaf. 

Ax p doſt thou bear me yet, thou paſſive Earth? 
Doſt thou not labour with my murd'rous Weight! 
And you, ye glittering heavenly Hoſts of Stars, 
Hide your fair Heads in Clouds, or I ſhall blaſt you ; 
For I am all Contagion, Death, and Ruin, ; 
And Nature ſickens at nue. Rowe's Fair Pen. 


Now 
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Now as I paſs, the crowded Way ſhall found 
With hiſſing Scorn, and murm'ring Deteſtation ; 
The lateſt Annals ſhall record my Shame; 
And when th' avenging Muſe with pointed Rage 
Would ſink ſome impious Woman down to Hell, 
She'll ſay, ſhe's baſe, ſhe's falſe, ſhe's foul as Pheara. 
| Smith's Phedra. 
Wu x doſt thou tremble when J look upon thee ? : 


When thou would'ſt ſpeak, upon thy fault'ring Tongue 


Thy Accents die. All Arguments of Guilt ! 
Thy Colour goes and comes upon thy Face, 
And thy young Treaſon bluſhes to be ſeen : 
The murder'd Body, at the Murd'rer's Touch, 
Will bleed afreſh ; nor can Betrayers bear 
The Sight of one betray'd without Confuſion. 
ek | Lanſ. Her. Love. 
Wu do they lay me ona Couch of Thorns ? 
How ſhould I reſt? They bid me cloſe my Eyes; 
But thro' the Lids I ſee a thouſand Forms; 
Numberleſs Terrors! I ſhut both Ears; and yet 
I hear infernal Howlings! Death and Deſpair 
Have laid hold upon me O miſerable that I am 
You'd I had died as innocent as Glouceſter / 
Let me think no more: Is there no Phyſician 
Can cure the Mind? Nothing to kill Reflection? 
That I could drink Oblivion down]! O when | 
Shall I have Reſt? Phil. D. of Glouceſter. 
TE Noon of Night is paſt, and gentle Sleep, 
Which friendly waits upon the labour'd Hind, 
Flies from the Embraces of a Monarch's Arms: 
The Mind diſturb'd denies the Body Reſt. 
Of all the Evils that attend Mankind, 
Spite of Philoſophy, the worſt is Death ; 
Or wherefore does our Nature fear it moſt? 


Sturmy's Love and Du. 


HAG. 
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Ne 
H AG. 


N a cloſe Lane, as I purſued my Journey, 
RE I {py'd a wither'd Hag, with Age grown 
Wo”, b double, | 

| 20 Picking ; * Sticks, and mumbling to her 
EY ic | 

Her Eyes with ſcalding Rheum, were gall'd and red, 
Cold Palſy ſhook her Head, her Hands ſeem'd wither'd, 
And on her cragked Shoulders had ſhe wrapp'd 

The tatter'd Remnants of an old ftrip'd neuf 
Which ſerv'd to keep her Carcaſs from the Col 

So there was nothing of a Piece about her, 

Her lower Weeds were all o'er coarſly patch'd 

With different colour'd Rags, black, red, white, yellow, 
And ſeem'd to To. Variety of Wretchedneſs. 

ys Orpb. 


HAND. 


G1vE me your Hand, this Hand is moiſt, 
This argues fruitfulneſs and liberal Heart; ; 
Hot, hot, and moiſt ; this Hand of yours requires 
Much Caſtigation, Exerciſe devout. 
For here's a young and ſweating Devil here, 
That commonly rebels : Shakeſ. Othelh. 
I TakE thy Hand, this Hand, 
As ſoft as Dove's Down, and as white-as it, 
Or Ethiopian's Tooth, or the fan'd Snow, 
That's bolted "I the Northern Blaſt twice over. 
| $ _ Winter's Tale. 


HAPPINESS. 
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+ HAPPINESS. 


DosrT thou come to make my Bliſs run o'er, 
Why is there more to wiſh? Fortune can find 
No Flaw in ſuch a Glut of Happineſs, 

To let one Miſery in. : 

THE Gods, my dear moſt loved Theodofrus, 
Double all thoſe Joys that thou hait met upon thee z - | 
And oh! methinks my Soul is ſtrangely moy'd; 
Takes it the more unkindly of her Stars, 

That thou and I cannot be bleſs'd together. Bid. 

You ſee, fair E//-id, how you charm my Thoughts, 

I cannot count the Hours while you are by. - 
My Bleflings, like Time's Moments, paſs untold, 
For the rich Joys you give ſlip by unmark'd, 
While ſtill freſh Joys ſucceed them; my paſt Bliſs 
„In a contracted Circle ſtrikes Remembrance, 
While future Oceans of immenſe Delight 
Roll deeply thro the Proſpects of my Soul. 
Oh! could the ſinful World be bleſs d like me! 
Like me be chaſtly happy ! Vice would die, 
Ard the deluded Taſte of giddy Man, | 
Find Innocence and Happineſs no Strangers. 
> Hill's El*rig. 

ALL Happineſs is ſeated in Content. Ozww. Cai. Mar. 

In wiſhing nothing, we enjoy ftill moſt; ; 
For even our Wiſh is in Poſſeſſion loſt. 

o. WW Reſtleſs we wander to a new Deſire, 
And burn our ſelves by blowing up the Fire. 
We toſs and turn about our fey'riſh Will, 
When all our Eaſe muſt come by lying ſtill: 
| For all the Happineſs Mankind can gain, 
. Is not in Pleaſure, but in Reſt from Pain. 
we Io Dryd. Ind. Emp. 
No Happineſs can be where is no Ret, 
Th unknown, untalk'd-of _ is only bleſt. 


Lee's Theed, 
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He, as in ſome ſafe Cliff, his Cell does keep, 

From thence he views the Labour of the Deep: 
The Gold-fraughe Veſſel, which mad Tempeſts beat, 
He ſees now vainly make to his Retreat; 

And when from far the tenth Wave does appear, 


Shrinks up in ſilent Joy he is not there. Dryd. Tyr. Lowe, 


To be good is to be happy: Angels 
Are happier than Men, becauſe they're better. 
Guilt is the Source of Sorrow; 'tis the Fiend, 
Tir avenging Fiend that follows us behind 
With Whips and Stings: the Bleſs'd know none of this, 
But reſt in everlaſting Peace of Mind, 
And find the Height of all their Heav'n is Goodneſs. 
Rowe's Fair Pen, 
WHAT is that Thing call'd Happineſs, which Men 
With ſo much Noiſe and eager Zeal purſue Carte: 
So many ſewral Ways; each hoping to 
Attain it in the Poſſeſſion of ſome 
Diſtant long d- for Bleſſing, tho' all alike 
In vain; for even that darling Bleſſing, 
Plac'd in a nearer Light, and once enjoy d, 
Loſes but too much of its wonted Luſtre; 
Or elſe, encounter d with rude Croſſes from 
Abroad, is loſt and buried in a thick 
And diſmal Cloud of rank uneaſy Cares. Film. Unn. Bro. 


HATRE D. 


T naTE his Sight, 
And ſhall till Death has made it lovely to me. 
| Tuis is Hatred; © 

She loaths, deteſts him, flies his hated Preſence, 
And ſhcinks, and trembles at his very Name. 

| 3 | Smith's Phed. Hip. 

My Heart heaves up, and ſwells; he's Poiſbn to me: 

My injr zd Honour, and my raviſh'd Love 
Bleed at my Murderer's Sight. Dryd. Don Seb. 
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| I HAD much rather ſee 
A creſted Dragon, or a Baſiliſk: _ 
Both are leſs Poiſon to my Eyes and Nature, Bid. 
By the Head of Jove, I 
T hate him worſe than Famine or Diſeaſes : 
Periſh his Family, let inveterate Hate | 
Commence between our Houſes from this Moment, 
And meeting never let them bloodleſs part. | 
| | Ota. Cai. Mar; 
He is my Bane, I cannot bear him ; 
One Heaven and Earth can never hold us both: 
Still ſhall we hate, and with Defiance deadly 
Keep Rage alive, till one be loſt for ever: 
As if two Suns ſhould meet in one Meridian, 
And ſtrive in fiery Combat for the Paſſage. Ronawe's Tam 


HEART. 


My Heart is turn'd to Stone, 

I ſtrike it and it hurts my Hand. Shakeſ. Othello. 
My heavy Heart, the Propheteſs of Woe, 

Forebodes ſome [Il at Hand. Ded. Sp. Far. 
My lab'ring Heart, that ſwells with Indignation, 

Heaves to diſcharge its Burden; that once done, 

The buſy Thing ſhall reſt within its Cell, 

And never beat again. Rowe's Fair Pen. 
His mounting Heart bounces againſt my Hand, 

As if it would thruſt off his manly Soul. Dryd. Cleo. 

| | Now Heart, 

Be ribb'd with Iron for this one Attempt, 

Set ope thy Sluices, ſend the vig'rous Blood 

Thro' ev'ry active Limb for my Relief; 

Then take thy Reft within thy quiet Cell, 

For thou ſhalt drum no more. Dryd. Don Seb. 


Ta HELL. 


The Gulph before me, Devils to puſh me on, 


Bee thro! the ſable Gates the black Cocoytus 
The Din of rattling Chains, the Claſh of Whips, 


How huge Megæra ſtalks! What ftreaming Fires 


* 
8 


FL 


Eacn diſmal Minute, when I call to Mind 
The Promiſe that I made the Prince of Hell, 
In one and twenty Years to be his Slave, 
Of which near twelve are gone, -my Soul runs back, 
The Wards of Reaſon roll into their Spring. 
O horrid Thought! but one and twenty Years, 
And twelve near paſt ; then to be ſteep'd in Fire, 
Daſh'd againſt Rocks, or ſnatch'd from molten Lead, 
Reeking, and dropping Piece-meal, born by Winds, 
And quench'd ten thouſand Fathom in the Deep. 

_ h Dryd. D. of Guife. 

WußIERE am I now? upon the Brink of Life; 


And Heay'n behind me, clofing all its Doors: 

A thouſand Years for ev'ry Hour Þ ve paſt: 

O could I ſcape ſo cheap] But ever! ever l 

Still to begin an endleſs Round of Woes! 

To be renew'd for Pains, and laſt for Hell! 

Yet can Pains laſt, when Bodies cannot laſt? 

Can earthly Subſtance endleſs Flames endure ? 

Or when one Body wears, and flies away, 

Do Souls thruſt forth another Cruſt of Clay? Did. 
SEE Hell ſets wide its adamantine Doors: 


"RED 


In ſmoky Circles roll its fiery Waves: 
Hear, hear the ftunning Harmonies of Woe, 


The Groans of loud 5 piercing Shrieks, 
That wide thro' all its gloomy World reſound :, 


Blaze from her glaring Eyes! What Serpents curl 
In horrid Wreaths, and hiſs around her Head! 
Now, now ſhe drags me to the Bar of Minos: 
See how the awful Judges of the Dead, 
Look ſtedfaſt, Hate, and horrible Diſmay : 


* 
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See Minos turns away his lothing Eyes, 
Rage choa ks his itruggling Words, the fatal Urn 
Drops from his trembling Hands. Smith's Ph. Hip. 
O THoU haſt given me ſuch a Glimpſe of Hell, 
So puſh'd me forward, even to the Brink 
Of that irremediable burning Gulph, 
That, looking in the Aby ſs, I dare not leap. 
- Did. Don Seb. | 
Tur Lot will be | 
Eternal Torments, Baths of boiling Sulphur, | 
Viciſſitudes of Fires, and then of Froſts. Did. Oed. 
. Tsaw the burning Centre, 
Saw the dire Secrets of th' infernal World; 
Beheld the ſevere. Judpes of pale Ghoſts, 
The Furies, and tli' inexorable King; 
\ Feheld the molten Gold of flying Styx, 
That caſts a diſmal Light and ſcares the Damnd: 
Millions of Ghoſts, that ſtared with ſtony, Eyes, 
And gnafh'd with Iron Teeth, I there beheld, 
Toſsd from the Banks amidſt the flaming Gold, 
And plun 8 by red-hot Tongues of ſnaky Furies. 
* An. Ving. 


HO NET 5 TF<- 


Pow2RFUL Villany firſt ſet it up "WY 
For its own Eaſe and Safety: Honeſt Men a 
Are the ſoft eaſy Cuſhions, on which Knaves' . 
Repoſe and fatten. Were all Mankind Villains, 
They'd ſtarve each other: Lawyers would want Practice, 
Cut-throats Rewards; each Man would kill his Brother, 
Himſelf; none would be paid, or hang'd for Murder. 
Honeſty ! I was a Cheat invented firſt 83 
To bind the Hands of bold deſerving K Nogdes. 

That Fools and Cowards might fit ſafe in Power, 
e lord it eee above their Betters. | 

IL Ot. Ven. Pref: 
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| I ray my Debts, 

I I ſteal from no Man; would not cut a Throat 

To gain Admiſſion to a great Man's Purſe, 

Or a Whore's Bed ; I'd not betray my Friend, 

'To get his Place or Fortune : I ſcorn to flatter | 

A blown-up Fool above me, or cruſh the Wretch beneath 
me. | 7 bid, 


HONOUR. 


W lay theſe Honours on this Man, 
To eaſe our ſelves of divers ſlanderous Loads; 
He ſhall but bear them as the Aſs bears Gold, 
To groan and ſweat under the Bus'neſs, 
Or led or driven as we point the Way, 
And having brought our Treaſure where we will, 


Then take we down, and turn his Load, and turn him 


l 
Like to the empty Aſs to ſhake his Ears, 
And graze in Commons. | | 
Honovus! a raging Fit of Virtue in the Soul, 
A painful Burden, which great Minds muſt bear, 
Obtain'd with Danger, and poſſeſs'd with Fear. | 
| | je” Dryd. Ind. Emp. 
WHAT is the vain fantaſtick Pageant, Honour ? 
This buſy angry Thing that ſcatters Diſcord 
Amongſt the mighty Princes of the Earth | | 
And ſets the madding Nations in an Uproar? | 
| 3 | Roxwe's Uly/ts. 
TH1s Honour is the verieſt Mountebank ; | 
It fits our Fancies with affected Tricks, | | 
And makes us freakith. What a Cheat muſt. that be, 
Which robs our Life of all their ſofter Hours ? 
Beauty, our only Treaſu: e, it lays waſte ; 
Hurries us over our neglected Youth, 
To tne deteſted State of Age and Uglineſs, 
"Tearing our deareſt Heart's Deſire from us. 
Then in Reward of what it took away, 


— 


* 
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Our Joys, our Hopes, our Wiſhes, and Delights, 
It bountifully pays us all with Pride. 
Poor Shifts ! ſill to be proud, and never pleas d! 
Yet this is all your Honour eam do for you. Roch. Fal. 
HonovuR's a ſacred Tie, the Law of Kings, 

The noble Mind's diſtirguiſhing Perfection, 
That aids and ftrengthens Virtue where it meets her, 
And imitates her Actions where ſhe is not: | 
It 15 not to be ſported with. ; Add. Cato. 

| Womens Honour | 
Is nice as Ermin, will not bear a Soil. Dyd. Don Seb. 
fTonour's the Soldier's. Treaſure, bought with Blood, 


And kept at Life's Expence. Rowe's Fair Pex: 
BasE groveling Souls ne'er know true Honour's 
Worth, | 


But weigh it out in mercenary Scales: 
The ſecret Pleaſure of a generous Act 


Is the great Mind's great Bribe. Drgd. Don Seb. 


HE was a Man 
That liv'd up to the Standard of his Honour, 
And prized that Jewel more than Mines of Wealth : 
He'd not have done a ſhameful Thing but once; 
Tho kept in Darkneſs from the World, and hidden, 
He could not have forgiven it to himſelf. Orav. Orph. 
HonovR's a fine imaginary Notion, | 

That draws in raw and unexperienc'd Men 
To real Miſchiefs, while they hunt a Shadow. 

| | Add. Cato. 


Ler Honour come, I'Il ftand the ſtalking Nothing ; 


And when the, bladder'd Air would turn the Balance, 
FI caft in Love, ſubſtantial pond'rous Love, 


Eternal Love, and hurl him to the Beam. 22 


Lee's Pr. of Clewes 
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E O P E. Se SUPPOSITION. 


- Your Hopes are like happy Bloſſoms fair, 

And promiſe timely Fruit, if you will ftlay 5 

But the maturing. | Ben. Fohnſon's Volpone. 
On I could liſten an Eternity 755 

To thoſe delightful Accents, I could dwell ; 

For ever on thoſe Lips that bade me Hope. Beck. Scipio. 
Hor E, with a goodly Proſpect feeds the Eye, 

Shews from a riſing Ground Poſſeſſion nig; 

Shortens the Diſtance, or o'erlooks it quite, 

So eaſy tis to travel with the Sight. Dryd. Aur, 
HoPE's a Lover's Staff; walk hence with that, 

And manage it againſt deſpairing Thoughts. | 


Shake/. Tavo Gent. of Verona. 


HORROR. 


Sore tis a Horror more than Darkneſs brings, 
That fits upon the Night! Fate is abroad: 

Some ruling Fiend hangs in the duſky Air, 

And ſcatters Ruin, Death, and wild Diſtraction 


 MgrT#1vz% ve fand on Ruin; Nature ſhakes | 
About us : and the univerial Frame's 

So looſe, that it but wants another Puſh 

To leap from its Hinges. 

No Sun to cheer us, but a bloody Globe 

That rolls above; a bald and beamleſs Fire: 

His Face o'ergrown with Scurf; for no Sun ſhines, 
But a dim winking Taper in the Skies, 

That nods, and ſcarce holds up his drowſy Head, 


, Jo glimmer thro' the Damps. Therefore the Seaſons 


Lie all confus'd, and by the Heay'ns neglected, 
Forget themſelves: Blind Winter meets the Summer 
In his Midway; and ſeeing not his Livery, © 
Has driven him headlong back. D134. Oed. 
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Suk E *tis the End of all Things! Fate has torn | 
The lock of Time off, and his Head is now 
The ghaſtly Ball of round Eternity ! 
Call you theſe Peals of Thunder but the Yawn 
Of bellowing Clouds? By Fove, they ſeem to me 
The World's ' laſt Groans! And thoſe vaſt Sheets of 
Fun | 
Are its laſt Blaze! The Tapers of the Gods, 
The Sun and Moon, run down like waxen Globes, 
And Chaos is at Hand! - 1 
Did ever Night or Day ſhew ought like this? 
Anſwer, ye Powers divine ! Spare all this Noiſe, 
This Rack of Heav'n, and ſpeak your fatal Pleaſures :; © 
If that the Glow-worm Light of human Reaſon 
Might dare to offer at immortal Knowledge, 
And cope with Gods, why all this Storm of Nature? 
Why do the Rocks fplit, and why rolls the Sea? _ 
Why theſe Portents in Heaven, and Plagues on Earth ? 
Why theſe gigantic Forms, ethereal Monſters? Bid. 
TELL me, what means this Anger of the Heavens? 
Why did the Eve deſcend ſo diſmal dar? | 
Why not one Star to glimmer thro' the Skies? | 
Why fall thoſe Clouds fo thick? Why ſits the Night 
So heavy on the Brows of bended Mountains? Hopk. Pyrrb. - 
Ax univerſal Horror N 
Struck thro' my Eyes, and chill'd my very Eeart ; - 
The chearful Day was every where ſhut out 
With Care, and left a more than Midnight Darkneſs, 
Such as might ev'n be felt: A few dim Lamps, 
That feebly lifted up their fickly Heads, 
Look'd faintly thro' the Shade, and made it ſeem 
More diſmal by ſach Light: While thoſe that waited - 
In folemn Sorrow, mix'd with wild Amazement, 
Obſerv'd a dreadfal Silence. Rowwe's Amb. Stepm. 
Aseenv, ye Ghoſts, fantaſtick Forms of Night, 
In all your different dreadful Shapes aſcend, 
And match the preſent Horror if you can. | 
| Rowe”s Tair Pen. 
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Ix we could recount 

Our baleful N ews, and at each Word's Deliverance 
Stab Poniards in our Fleſh, till all were told, 


The Words . add more Anguiſh than the Wounds: 
Shakeſ. Hen. VI. 


HOUND S. 


T was with Hercules and Cadmus once, 
When in a Wood of Crete they bay'd the Boar 
With Hounds of Sparta. Never did I hear 
Such gallant Chiding ; for befide the Groves, 
The Skies, the Fountains, every Region near, 
Seem'd all one mutual Cry. I never heard 
So muſical a Diſcord, ſuch ſweet Thunder! 
My Hounds are bred out of the Spartan Kind, 
So flued, ſo fanded, and their Heads are hung 
With Ears that ſweep away the Morning Dew, 
| Crook-knee'd, and dew-lapp'd ; like Theſ/alian Bulls, 
Slow in Purſuit, but match'd in Mouths like Bells, 
Each under each: A Cry more tuneable 
Was never holloo'd to, nor chear'd with Horn. 
Shakef. Midſ. Night's Dream. 
My 83 ſhall make the Welkin anſwer them, 
And fetch ſhrill Echo from the hollow Earth. 
Shakeſ. Tam. Shree. 
Wrzn thro the Woods we chas'd the foaming Boar, 
With Hounds that open'd like-The/a/an Bulls, 
Like Tygers flued, and ſanded as the Shore, 
With Han and Cheſts that daſh'd the Morning Dew ; 
Driven with the Sport, as Ships are toſs'd in Storms, 
We ran like Winds, and matchleſs was our Courſe; 
Now ſweeping o'er the Summit of a Hill ; 
Now with a full Career came thund'ring down 


The Precipice, and ſwept along the Vale, Lee's Nc 
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HURRICANE. See DssARTs. 
HUSBAND ad WIFE. 


Mx Lord and I 
Have mingled Souls like melting Streams: 
Can you divide the Waters Drop by Drop, 
And reunite them to their former Currents ? 
Can you command the glorious Light to ſtay, 
When the Sun leaves us ? Our two blended Hearts 
Are rivetted by F ortune, Time, and Fate. 
Fobnſ. Succeſſi Pyraie. 
ARE we not one? Are we not join'd by Heay'n? 
Each interwoven with the other's Fate? 
Are we not mix'd like Streams of meeting Rivers, 
Whoſe blended Waters axe no more diſtinguiſſd, 
But roll into the Sea one common Flood ? 
| Rowe's Fair Pen. 
Force, and the Will of our imperious Rulers, - 
May bind two Bodies in one wretched Chain; 
But Minds will {till look back to their own Choice. 
So the poor Captive in a foreign Realm, 
Stands on the Shore, and ſends his Wiſhes back 
To the dear native Land from whence he came. Did. 
Wren Souls, that ſhould agree to will the ſame, 
To have one common Object for their Wiſhes, - 
Look different Ways, regardleſs of each other, 
Think what a Train of Wretchedneſs enſues P 
Love thall be baniſh'd from the genial Bed, 

The Nights ſhall all be lonely and unquiet, 2 
And every Day ſhall. be a Day of Cares. Bid. 
Wu r can be ſweeter than our native Home? 

 Thitke: for Eaſe and ſoft Repoſe we come. 
Home is the ſacred Refuge of our Life, | 
Secur'd from all Approaches but a Wife. 

If thence we fly, the Cauſe admits no Doubt, 
None but an inmate Foe _ force us out. 


Clanzouis 
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Clamours our Privacies uneaſy make, 80 

Birds leave their Neſts difturb'd, and Beaſts their Haunts 1 
farſake. Dryd. Auren, 

Axp yet of Marriage-Bands I'm weary grown; | 
Love ſcorns all Ties but thoſe that are his own : P 
Chains that are dragged muſt needs uneaſy prove, L 
For there's a god-like Liberty in Love. Did. 


Su RE of all Ills domeſtic are the worſt; 
When we lay next us what we hold moſt dear, 
Like Hercules, envenom'd Shirts we wear, 
And cleaving Miſchiefs. 

SecreTs of Marriage ſtill are ſacred held, 
Their Sweet and Bitter by the Wife conceal'd. 
Errors of Wives refle& on Huſbands ſtill, 

And when divulg'd, proclaim they've choſen ill. 
And the myſterious Power of Bed and Throne, 
Should always be maintain'd, but rarely ſhown. Bid. 
Mens Eyes are not ſo ſubtle, to perceive | 
My inward Miſery : I bear my Grief | 
Hid from the World. How am I wretched then? 
For ought I know all Huſtends are like me, 
And ev'ry Man I talk to of his Wife, 
Is but a well Diſſembler of his Woes, 
As I am. | Beaum. Maids Tragedj. 
_ Few know what Care a Huſband's Peace deſtroys, 
His real Griefs, and his diſſembled Joys. 
WHaT rugged Ways attend our Noon of Life! | 
Our Sun declines, and with what anxious Strife, 
"What Pains, we tug that galling Load, a Wife. 
PSs . 7 Cong, Old Batch. 
Au Courſes the firſt Heat with Vigour run, 
But tis with Whips and Spurs the Race is won. 
WovuLD I had never married, for now, methinks, 
T' ve bound up for my ſelf a Weight of Cares; 
And how the Burden will be born, none Knows: 
* A Huſband may be jealous, rigid, falſe, 
And ſhould Caſialio e er prove ſo to me, 55 | 1 
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So tender is my Heart, ſo nice my Love, | 
'Twould ruin and diſtratt my Breaſt for ever. 
Otw. Orph. 
 Tuzxz's no Condition ſure ſo curſt as mine: 
I'm married! Death! I'm ſped! How like a Dog 
Look'd Hercules thus to a Diſtaff chain; d. Thid. 
WHAT Woman, when 
Her Blood boils up, and wantons in her Veins, 
When her hot-panting Pulſe beats to the Joy; 
What Woman then would quench a generous Flame 
In an unactive heavy Hufband's Arms, 
That tires and jades our Expectations 
In the firſt Stretch of Love, then dully falls 
To his dd Trot, and drudges out the C ourſe. 
South. Diſap* 
Now ſhe has bound me faſt, ſhe means to lord it, 
To run me hard, and ride me at her Will, | 
Till by Degrees he ſhape me into Fool, „„ 
For all her future Uſes. Otæu. Orph. 
On ! for a Curſe upon the cunning Prieſt, | 
Who conjur'd us together in a Yoke _ 
That galls me now. South. Diſap. 
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FEALOUSY. See REVENGE. 


DT Bewarn of Jealouſy, 
It is a green-ey'd Monſter, Which ae | 
a mock _. | 
he Meat it feeds en: 
Oh what damned Minutes tells he o'er, 
Who doats, yet doubts, ſuſpects, yet ſtrongly loves. 
Shake/. Otheth, 
Tainxz'sr I'd make a Life of Jealouſy, 
To Had Ball the Changes of the Moon 


With 
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With freſh Suſpicions? no, to be once in Doubt, 
Is once to be reſolved. | bs 
FI 'Tis not to make me jealous 
To ſay my Wife is fair, feeds well, loves Company, 
Is free of Speech, ſings, plays, and dances well ; 
Where Virtue is, theſe are moſt virtuous. 
Nor from my weak Merits will I draw 
The ſmalleſt Fear or Doubt of her Reyolt, 
For ſhe had Eyes and choſe me. . No, Fago, 
I'll ſee before I doubt; when I doubt prove: Ibid. 
Love reigns a very Tyrant in my Breaſt; | 
Attended on his Throne by all his Guard 
Of furious Wiſhes, Fears, and nice Suſpicions. 
| 5 5 Otav. Cai. Mar. 
_ JeaLowvsy ! Each other Paſſion's calm 
To thee ; thou Conflagration of the Soul! | 
Thou King of Torments ! 'Thou grand Counterpoiſe 
For all the Tranſports Beauty can inſpire. 
2 Young's Rewenge, 
O JeaLovsy | theu Bane of pleaſing Friendſhip! 
Thou worſt Invader of our tender Boſoms J. | 
How does thy Rancour poiſon all our Sweetneſs, 
And turn our gentle Nature into Bitterneſs! 
See where ſhe comes ! Once my Eyes deareſt Blefling ! 
Now my chang'd Eyes are blaſted with her Beauty, 
Loath that known Face, and ſicken to behold it, 
Rowe's Fane Shore. 
AccuRsED Jealouſy! 
O mercileſs, wild, and unforgiving Fiend ! 
Blindfold it runs to undiſtinguiſh'd Miſchief, 
And murders all it meets. Curs'd be its Rage; 
For there 1s none ſo deadly. Doubly curſed 
Be all thoſe eaſy Fools who give it Harbour 
Who turn a Monſter looſe among Mankind, 
Fiercer than Famine, - War, or ſpotted Peſtilence, 
Baneful as Death, and horrible as Hell. Ibid. 
| IT is a Monger | 
Begct upon it ſelf, born on it. ſelf. Shakef. Otbellb. 
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TRIFLEs, light as Air, : 
Are to the Jealous Confirmation ſtrong 
As Proofs of Holy Writ. Bid. 
To doubt's an Injury; to ſuſpect a Friend | 
Is Breach of Friendſhip : Jealouty's a Seed 
 Sown but in vicious Minds; prone to diſtruſt, 
Becauſe apt to deceive. Lans. Her. Love. 
Or you I am not jealous ; | 
'Tis my own Indeſert that gives me Fears, 
And Tenderneſs forms Dangers where they're not. 
I doubt and envy all Things that approach thee : 
Not a fond Mother of a long-wiſh'd for only Child, 
Behold with ſuch kind Terrors her Infant Offspring, 
As I do her J love. She thinks its Food, if ſhe's not by, 
Unwholeſome, and all the ambient Air 
Made up of Fevers, and of Quartan Agues, 
Except ſhe ſhrowds it in her Arms; 
Such is my unpitied anxious Care for you. 
| BEE Steels Ly. Love. 
T' E greater Care the higher Paſſion ſhews; 
We hold that deareft, we moſt fear to loſe. 
Diſtruſt in Lovers is too warm a Sun; 
But yet 'tis Night in Love when that is gone: | 
And in thoſe Climes which moſt his Scorching know, 
He makes the nobleſt Fruits and Metals grow. 
| Dryd. Cong. Gran. 
IE ALousx is a noble Crime; N 
'Tis the high Pulſe of Paſſion in a Fever; 
A fickly Drought, but ſhews a burning Thirſt. 
| Dryd. Ampbh. 
An! why are not the Hearts of Women known ? 
Falſe Women to new Joys unſeen can move, 
There are no Prints left in the Paths of Love: 
All Goods befides by publick Marks are known, 
But that we moſt deſire to keep has none. 
No Sign of Love in jealous Men remains 
hut that which ſick Men have of Life, their Pains, 
| Dq. Cong. Gran. 
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SMALL Jealouſies, tis true, inflame Deſire, 
The Great not fan, but quite put out the Fire. 
1 i 1 Dryd. Auren. 
o VE reigns a very Tyrant in my Heart, 
Attended on his Throne by all his Guard 
Of furious Wiſhes, Fears, and nice Suſpicions. 
| Ora. Orph. 


Ir I do prove her haggard, 3 

Tho' that her Treſſes were my dear Heart-Strin Ro 
I'd whiſtle her off, and let her down the Wind, 
To prey at Fortune. | | 
Villain! be ſure thou prove my Love a Whore ; 

Be ſure of it, give me the ocular Proof, 

Or, by the Worth of my eternal Soul, 

Thov'dſt much better have been born a Dog, 

Than anſwer my wak'd Wrath. | 

Make me to ſee it, or at leaſt fo prove it, 

That the Probation bear no Hinge, no Loop 

To hang a Doubt on, or Woe upon thy Life! 

If thou doſt ſlander her, and torture me, 

Never pray more; abandon all Remorſe; 
On Horror's Head Horrors accumulate; 

Do Deeds to make Heav'n weep, all Earth amaz'd; 
For nothing can'ſt thou to Damnation add 
Greater than that. Bid. 
Wuar coud'ſt thou propoſe 

Leſs to thy ſelf than in this Heat of Wrath, 
And ſtung with my Diſhonour, I ſhou'd ſtrike 
This Steel into thee with as many Stabs, 


As thou wert gaz d upon with goatiſh Eyes? . 
B. Fohnſon's Volpone. | 

I x you doubt i 4 4 

My Chaſtity, why lock me up for ever. * 

Make me the Heir of Darkneſs, let me live J 


Where I may pleaſe your Fears, if not your Truſt. 
5 . | Lid. 

Ir you are wiſe and prize your peace of Mind, 

Believe me true, nor liſten to your Jealouſy, 3 
; | | | Let 
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Let not that Devil which undoes your Sex, 
That curſed Curioſity ſeduce you, 
To hunt for needleſs Secrets which neglected, 
Shall never hurt your Quiet, but once known, 
Shall fit upon your Heart,” pinch it with Pain, 
And baniſh the ſweet Sleep for ever from you. . + 
F | Rowe's Fane Shorts 
By the World, 


I think-my Wife is honeſt, and think ſhe is not, 

I think that thou art juſt, and think thou art not, 

Fil have ſome Proof, her Name that was as freſn 

As Dian's Viſage is now begrim'd and black. 

If there be Cords or Knives, 

Poiſon, or Fire, or ſuffocating Steams, - IS 

Pl not endure it, would I were ſatisfy d. Sid. 
Jago how fatify*d my Lord, of 

Would you be Superviſor, groſsly gape on, 

Behold her topt ? 0 

It were a tedious Difficulty T think 

To bring em to that Proſpect; 

What then, how then, | 

What ſhall I ſay, where's Satisfaction, 

It is impoſſible you ſhould ſee this. 

| | But yet I ſay, 5 

If Imputation and ſtrong Circumſtances, 

Which lead directly to the Door of Truth, | 

Will give you Satisfaction, you might ha't. | Ibid. 
Now do I ſee tis true. Look here, Jago, | 

All my fond Love, thus do I blow to Heav'n, 

"Tis gone. | — 

Ariſe, black Vengeance, from thy hollow Cell, 

Yield up, O Love thy Crown and hearted Throne, 

To tyranous Hate! {well Boſom with thy Fraught, 

For ' tis of Aſpicks Tongues. 
O yL.acue me, Heay'n, plague me with all the 

That Man can ſuffer. Root up my Poſſeſſions. 

Shipwreck my far-ſought Ballaſt in the Haven. 
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Fire all my Cities! burn my Dukedoms down! | 
Let Midnight Wolves howl in my Deſert Chambers! 
May the Earth yawn! ſhatter the Frame of Nature! 
Let the wreck'd Orbs in Whilwinds round me move 
But fave me from the Rage of jealous Love! 

| Lee's C ſ. Borg. 
How frail, how cowardly is Woman's Mind! 
We ſhriek at Thunder, dread the ruſtling Wind ; 
And glittring Swords the brighteſt Eyes will blind 
Yet when ſtrong Jealouſy inflames the Soul, | 
The Weak will roar, and Calms to Tempeſts rout. 
| Lee's Alex, 
Ax, ay, Antipholis, look ſtrange, and frown; 
Some other Miſtreſs hath ſome ſweet Aſpects. 
J am not Adriana, nor thy Wife. Shake/. Com. of Error: 
JeaLovsy that yellow Fiend hath dipp'd the Torch 
in Gall, * 
And now 'twill light no more. Fent. Marian. 
I, WHOSE Life 
Was bound with thine, by ſtriving to ſecure 
Thy Beauties all my own, have kill'd the Dove 
I fondly graſpꝰd too cloſe. | Did. 


TMPRECATIONS. See FALSRO OD. 
| See RIVAL. | 


FaLL then, ye Mountains, on my guilty Head. 
Hide me, ye Rocks, within your ſecret Caverns, 
Caſt thy black Veil upon my Shame, O Night! 
And ſhield me with thy Sable Wing for ever. 
Rowe's Fane Short, 
BL ow Winds and crack your Cheeks, rage, blow, 
You Cataracts and Hurricanes ſpout, - | 
Tilt you have drench'd our Steeples, drown'd the Cocks. 
You Sulph'rous and thought-executing Fires, 
Vaunt-Curriers of Oak-cleaving Thunderbolts, 
Singe my white Head. And t zou, all-ſhaking Thunder, 
Strike flat the thick Rotundity of the World, 1 
| | -IAC 
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Crack Nature's Moulds all Germains ſpill at once, 
That makes ingrateful Man. Shakeſ. K. Lean. 
Whip me, you Devils, . | 
Blow me about m Winds, roaſt me in Sulphur, 
Waſh me in ſteep-down Gulphs of liquid Fire. 
| Shake. Othelle. 
RAIN, rain, ye Stars, ſpout from your burning Orbs, 
Precipitated Fires, and pour in Sheets 
The blazing Torrent on the Tyrant's Head, 
Scorch and conſume this curs'd perfidious King. | 
| | Cong. Mourn. Bride, 
On hear me, Heav'n! Þ'll ſpeak it tho I burſt, 
And tho” the Air had Ears, and ſerv'd the Tyrant, 
Out it ſhou'd go; O hear me, thou great Juſtice, 
The Miſeries that wait upon his Miſchiefs, 
Let them be numberleſs, let no Eye pity him, 
Ee'n when his Soul is loaded, and in Labour, 
And wounded thro' and thro' with Guilt and Horror, 
Then when his monſtrous Sins like Earthquakes ſhake 
| him, | | 
And thoſe _ that had forgot Heav'n wou'd look up- 
wards ; | : | | 
The bloody Alarms of Conſcience {till till beating; 
Let Mercy fly, and Day ſtruck into Darkneſs, 
Leave his blind Soul to hunt out her own Horror. | 
|  Beaum. D. Mar. 
Hear, Nature, hear, dear Goddeſs, hear, 
Suſpend thy Purpoſe if thou didſt intend 
To make this Creature fruitful : | 
Into her Womb convey Sterility, 
Dry up in her the Organs of Increaſe, 
And from her derogate-Body never ſpring 
A Babe to honour her. If ſhe muſt teem 
Create her Child of Spleen, that it may live 
And be a thwart diſnatur'd-Torment to her, 
Let it ſtamp Wrinkles in her brow of Youth, 
With cadent Tears, fret Channels in her Cheeks, 
Turn all her Mother's Pains and Benefits, "4 
0 


vs Ze r 
To Laughter and Contempt. Shakeſ. K. Lear. 
HuxG be the Heay'ns with black, gild Day to Night. 
Comets importing Change to Times and. States, 
Brandiſh their golden Treſſes in the Skies, 
And with them ſcourge the bad revolted Stars 
That have conſented unto Henry's Death. | 
Shakeſ. 1 Hen. VI. 
LEr Heav'n kiſs Earth, now let Nature's Hand 
Keep the wild Flood confin'd ; let Order dye ; 
And let the World no longer be a Stage, 
To feed Contention in a Iingring Act, 
But let one Spirit of the firſt born Cain, | 
Reign on all Boſoms, that each Heart being ſet 
On bloody Courſes the rude Scene may =T 
And Darkneſs be the Burier of the Dead. Be 
| Shakef. Hen. IV. 2d Pari. 
LET Ignominy brand thy hated Name; | 
Let modeſt Matrons at thy mention ftart : | 
And bluſhing Virgins when they read our Annals, 
Skip o'er the guilty Page that holds thy Legend, 


And blots the noble Work. _ _ "Shakef. Troil. Cref. 


FinaL Deſtruction ſeize an all the World: 
Bend down ye Heav'ns ! and ſhutting round this Earth, 
Cruſh the vile Globe into its firſt Confuſion; 
Scorch it with elemantal Flames to one curſt Cinder, 
And all us little Creepers in it, call'd Men, | 
Burn, burn to nothing! But let Venice burn 
Hotter than all the reſt: Here kindle Hell, 
Ne'er to extinguiſh; and let Souls hereafter 
Groan here in all thoſe Pains which mine feels now. 
Ota. Ven. Pref. 
Tua I could reach the Axle, where the Pins are 
Which bolt this Frame; that I might pull 'em out, 
And pluck all into Chaos with my ſelf! 
Who would not fall with all the World about him? 


On! that as oft I have at Athens ſeen | 
The Stage ariſe, and the big Clouds deſcend; 


Fohnſ. Cat. 
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do now in every Deed I might behold 

The pond'rous Earth, and all yond Marble Roof, 
Meet like the Hands of Jowve, and cruſh Mankind: 
For all the Elements, and all the Powers 

Celeſtial, nay, terreſtrial, and infernal, 

Conſpire the Rack of out- caſt Oedipus. 

Fall Darkneſs then, and everlaſting Night; 

Shadow the Globe! May the Sun never dawn 

The Silyer Moon be blotted from her Orb! 

And for a univerſal Rout of Nature, 

Thro' all the inmoſt Chambers of the Sky, 

May there not be a Glimpſe, one ſtarry Spark! 
But Gods meet Gods, and joſtle in the Dark! 

That Jars may riſe, and Wrath divine be hurl'd, 
Which may to Atoms ſhake the folid World. 8 
Lee's Oed. 


Confuſion and Diſorder ſeize the World, 


To ſpoil all Truſt and Converſe among Men; 
Twixt Families engender endleſs Feuds, 
In Countries needleſs Fears, in Cities Factions, 
In States Rebellion, and in Churches Schiſms; 
Till all Things move againſt the Courſe of Nature; 
Till Form's diſſolv'd, the Chain of Cauſes broken, 
And the Original of Being loſt. Otw. Orph. 
_ Loosen'd Nature 
Leap from its Hinges, ſink the Props of Heav'n, 
And fall the Skies to cruſh the nether World. 
| | Dryd. All for Love. 
LEr me be branded for the publick Scorn, 
Turn'd forth, and driven to wander like a Beggar ; 
te friendleſs and foriaken ; ſeek my Bread 
Upon the barren, wild, and deſolate Waſte; 
feed on my Sighs, and drink my falling Tears. 
| | Rowwe's F. Shore, 
| ALL Curſes on me, 
The Whips of Conſcience, and the Stings of Pleaſure, 
dores and Diſtempers, Diſappointments, plague me. 
May all my Life be one continu'd Torment 3 _ _ 
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And that more racking than a Woman's Labour. 


Lee's P. Cleve. 


. 


Sn E is beauteous, yet, mighty Love, 
J never offer'd to obey thy Laws 
But an unuſual Chilneſs came upon me, | 
An unknown Hand, ſtill check d my forward Joy; 
Daſh'd me with Bluſhes tho' no Light was near, 
That ev'n the Act became a Violation. Dad. Oed. 
MuRDER and Inceſt ! but to hear em nam'd, 
My Soul ftarts in me, the good Centinel - 
Stands to her Weapons, takes. the firſt Alarm, 
To guard me from ſuch Crimes. Did. 
= By Heav'n, I'd rather 
Embrue my Hands, up to my very Shoulders, 
In the Entrails of the beſt of Fathers 
Than offer at the execrable AR 
Of damned Inceſt. Lee's Oed. 
= Ex] ox thy Mother! | 
What! violate with beſtial Appetite, N 
The ſacred Veils, that wrapp'd thee yet unborn! 
That is not to be born. | 
Now the baleful Off-ſprings brought to Light! 
In horrid Form they rank themſelves before me: 
What ſhall I call this Medley of Creation? 
Here one, with all the Obedience of a Son, 
Borrowing Foca/ta's Looks, kneels at my Feet, 
And calls me Father ; there a ſturdy Boy, 
Reſembling Laius, juſt as when I killd fa, 
Bears up, and with his cold Hand graſping mine, 
Cries out, how fares my Brother Oedipus? 
What! Sons and Brothers! Siſters, and Daughters too! 
Fly, all be gone! fly from my whirling Brain : 
Hence, Inceſt, Murder; hence, ye ghaſtly Figures! 
O Gods! Gods! anſwer. Is there any Mean? 
Let me go mad, or die, . 


4 
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Lee's Oed. 
IncegsT 
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IncesT! O name it not! 
The very Mention ſhakes my inmoſt Soul: 
The Gods are ſtartled in their peaceful Manſions, 
And Nature ſickens at the ſhocking Sound. 
Thou brutal Wretch, thou execrable Monfter ! 
To break thro? all the Laws, that early flow 
From untaught Reaſon, and diſtinguiſh Man: 
Mix, like the jenſeleſs Herd, with beſtial Luſt ; 
Mother and Son, prepoiteroufly wicked : 
To baniſh from thy Soul, the Reverence due 
To Henour, Nature, and the genial Bed. 
| Smith's Ph. Hipp. 
AL ass! I groan beneath | | 
The Pain, the Guilt, the Shame of impious Love: 
I love! alas, I ſhudder at the Name! . 
My Blood runs Bickward, and my faultring Tongue 
Sticks at the Sound I love O righteous Heav'n! 
Why was I born with ſuch a Senſe of Virtue? 
So great Abhorrence of the ſmalleſt Crime, 
And yet a Slave to ſuch impetuous Guilt? 
Rain on me, Gads, your Plagues, your ſharpeſt Tortures, 
AMi& my Soul with any Thing but Guilt; : 
And yet that Guilt is mine. | 
5  NarTuRE would abhor 
To be forc'd back again upon her ſelf ; 
And, like a Whirl-Pool, ſwallow her own Streams. 


Dryd. Oed. 


70. 


CusToM our native Royalty dowes awe, 
Promiſcuous Love is Nature's eldeſt Law: 
| For whoſoever the firſt Lovers were, 
Brother and Siſter made the ſecond Pair; | 
And doubled by their Love their Piety. Did. Auren. 


INCONSTANCY. Se FALSs HOOD. 


IncoxnsTANCY's the Plague that firſt or laſt 
Paints the whole Sex, the catching Court Diſeaſe. 
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Man therefore, was a Lord-like Creature made z 
Rough as the Winds, and as inconſtant too: 
A lofty Aſpect given him for Command: 
Eaſily ſoften'd, when he would betray : - 
Like conqu' ring Tyrants, you our Breaſts invade, 
Where you are pleas'd to ravage for a while: | 
But ſoon you find new Conqueſts out, and leave 
The ravag'd Province ruinate and bare. Otæo. Orph. 
O inconsTanT Man! | 
How will you Promiſe ! how will you deceive! | 
| | Otw. Ven. Pref. 
How vainly would dull Moraliſts impoſe 
Limits on Love, whoſe Nature brooks no Laws : 
Love is a God, and like a God, ſhould be 
Inconſtant, with unbounded Liberty; | 
Rove as he liſt. Otaæu. Don Carl. 


FT he LW WY 


INGRATITUDE. 


SHE has ly'd 
Sharp-tooth'd Unkindneſs like a Vulture here, 
Look'd black upon me, ſtruck me with her Tongue, 
Moſt Serpent like upon the very Heart. 
Shakeſ. K. Lear. 
RM uUBL E thy Belly full, ſpit Fire, ſpout Rain, | 
Nor Rain, Wind, "Thunder, Fire are my Daughters; 
I tax you, not you Elements, with Unkindneſs. 
J never gave you Kingdom, calld you Children, 
You owe me no Subſcription. Then let fall 
Your horrible Pleaſure. Here 4 ſtand your Slave, 
A poor infirm, weak, anddeſpis'd old Man. 
But yet I call you ſervile Minifters, : 
That will with two pernicious Daughters join 
Your high engender'd Battles gainſt a Head 
So old and white as this. ; 
He that's ungrateful has no Guilt but one, 
All other Crimes may paſs for Virtues in him. 
Young's Bufiris. 
BAs k 
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Is ſuch a Sin to Friendſhip, as Heav'ns Mercy, mn. 67 
That ſtrives with Man's untoward monſtrous Wickedneſs, 


Unwearied with forgiving,” ſcarce once pardons. 
Rawe's Fair Pen, 
Ir was not always thus: The Time has been, 


When this unfriendly Door, that barrs my Paſlage, A 


Flew wide, and almoſt leap'd from off its Hinges, 
To give me Entrance here; when this good Houſe 
Has pour'd forth all its Dwellers to receive me 
When my Approach has made a little Holiday; 
And every Face was drefs'd in Smiles to meet me: 
But now tis otherwiſe, and thoſe who bleſs'd me, 


Now curſe me to my Face. 


Robe s F. Shore. 
THERE was a Time, when my Alicia 
Has thought unhappy Shore her deareſt Bleſſing, 


And mourn'd that live-long Day ſhe paſs'd without me : 


When pair'd, like Turtles, we were ſtill together; 

When often as we prattled Arm in Arm,” 

Inclining fondly to me, ſhe has ſworn, _ 

She lov'd me more than all the World belide. 
Wu BRE are thy Friends, 

The dear Companions of thy Joyful Days? 

Whole Hearts thy warm Proiperity made glad; 


Thid. 


Whoſe Arms were taught to grow hke Ivy round thee, 


And bind thee to their Boſoms ? Thus with thee, 
Thus let us live, and let us die, they faid; 
For ſure thou art the Siſter of our Loves, 


And nothing ſhall divide us—— Now where are they 2 


Ah! where indeed? They ſtand aloof, 


And view my Deſolation from afar! 


When they paſs by, they ſhake their Heads in 3 


I coup ſtand upright 
Under the Tyranny of Age and Fortune; 
But the ſad Weight of wk Kannen 
Will cruſh me into Earth. 


a 


Bid, 


Den. Sopby. 


” — — I” U 
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FIL IAL Ingratitude, 
Is it not as this Mouth ſhould tear his Hand, 
For lifting Food to't ? I Shake. K. Lear. 
Is not the Bread thou eat'ſt, the Robe thou wear'ſt, 
Thy Wealth, and Honours, all the pure Indulgence 
Of him thou would'ſt deſtroy ? 
And would his Creature, nay, his Friend betray him ? 
Why then no Bond 1s left on human kind : 
Diſtraſts, Debates, immortal Strifes enſue ; 
Children may murder Parents, Wives their Huſbands; - 
All muſt be Wars, Rapine, and Deſolation, 
When Truft and Gratituce no longer bind. 
Dryd. Don Seb. 
Ine Ariropz thou marble-hearted Fiend, 
More hideous when thou ſhew'ſt thee in a Child, 


Than the Sea-Monſter. Shake/. K. Liar 
ny fas $f ye s the Growth of every Clime. 
Ded. Don Seb. 


Bur there's a Fate in Ringes 

Still to be leaſt returned where moſt *tis given. 

f Dryd. Sec. Lowe. 
80 often try'd, and ever found ſo true, 

Has given me Truſt, and Truſt has given me Means 

Once to be falſe for all. Dryd. Don Sebaſt. 
He truſts us both ! Mark that! Shall we betray him ? 

A Maſter, who repoſes Life and Empire 

On cur Fidelity ? I grant he is a Tyrant: 

That hated Name my Nature moſt abhors ; 

More, as you ſay, has loaded me with Shame, 

Ev'n with the laſt Contempt, to ſerve Sebaſfian: 

Yet more, I know he vacates my Revenge, 

Which by this Revolt, I cannot compaſs. 

But while he trafis me, twere fo baſe a Part, 

To fawn, and yet betray, 1 ſhou!d be hifd : 

And whoop'd in Hell for that Ingratitude. Bid 

Bort fake and faithleſs ! | 
Draw near, ye well-join' d Wickedneſs, ye Serpent 
Whom I have in my Kindly Boſom warm'd, 


a2 4 Till 


a as. ww 


ill 


Is ſtabb'd by her own Guards. | Bid. 
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Till I am ſtung to Death. 
My whole Life 

Has been a golden Dream of Love and Friendſhip, 
But now I wake, I'm like a Merchant rouz'd 
From ſoft Repoſe, to ſee his Veſſel ſinking, 
And all his Wealth caſt o'er, Ingrateful Woman! 
Who follow'd me but as the Swallow Summer, 
Hatching her young ones in my kindly Beams, 
Singing her Flatteries to my Morning-Wake ; 
But now my Winter comes, ſhe ſpreads her Wings, 
And ſeeks the Spring of Cæſar. Dad. All 2 Love. 

Hx has profan'd the ſacred N ame of Friend 
And worn it into Vileneſs : 
With how ſecure a Brow, and ſpecious Form, 
He gilds the ſecret Villain]! Sure that Face | 
Was meant for Honeſty, but Heav'n miſmatch'd it; 
And furniſh'd Treaſon out with Nature's Pomp, 
To make its Work more eaſy. 
See how he ſets his Countenance for Deceit, | 
And promiſes a Lye before he ſpeaks. Did. 

Two, two ſuch! : 

O there's no further Name! two ſuch to me! 
To me, who lock'd my Soul within your Breaſt ; 
Had no Defire, no Joy, no Life, but you. 
When half the Globe was mine, I gave it you 
In Dowry with my Heart: I had no Uſe, 
No Fruit of all, but you; a Friend and Miſtreſs, 


Was all the World could give. O Cleopatra ! 


O Delabella! how could you betray | 
This tender Heart, which with an infant Fondneſs 
Lay lull'd between your Boſoms, and there ſlept | 
Secure of injur'd Faith? I can forgive 

A Foe, but not a Miſtreſs, and a Friend: 

Treaſon is there in its moſt horrid Shape, 

Where Truſt is greateſt; and the Soul > 


To break thy Faith, 
And turn a Rebel to ſo good a Maſter, 
* Is 
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Is an Ingratitude unmatch'd on Earth : 

The firft revolting Angels Pride could only 

Do more than thou haſt done: Thou copieſt well, 
And keep'ſt the black Original in view. = Rowe's Tam. 


INNNOCENCE. 


We only who with Innocence unſhaken, _ 
Have ſtood the Aſſaults of Fortune, now are happy. 
For tho? the worſt of Men by high Permiſſion, 

A while may flouriſh, and the beſt endure 
The ſharpeſt Trials of exploring Miſery, 


That powerful Villany at laſt ſhall mourn, 
And injur'd Virtue triumph in its turn. Trap's 4bram. 


Yet let Mankind from theſe Examples learn, 8 


I THANK the Gods, no ſecret Thoughts reproach me, 


No; I dare challenge Heav'n to turn me outward, 
And ſhake my Soul quite empty in their Sight. 
A GENERAL. Fierceneſs dwells with Innocence, 
And conſcious Virtue is allow'd ſome Pride. Dryd. Ocd. 
SEE her my Friend! why is ſhe innocent? | 
O let the Tongues of Angels tune that Word, 
When they ſpeak Comfort to deſpairing Souls ! 
For there are Charms in ev'ry Letter there: 
The very Winds in ſilent Reverence 
Muſt liſten to the Muſic of that Sound, 
And bear about, the Accent of my Joy. 
South. Moth. in Fas. 
WEALTHY Men, a 
That have Eſtates to loſe, whoſe conſcious Thoughts 
Are full of inward Guilt, may ſhake with Horror, 
To have their Actions ſifted, or appear | 
Before the Judge : But we that know our ſelves 
As innocent as poor; that have no Fleece, 
On which the Talons of the griping Law 


Can ſure take hold; may ſmile with Scorn on all 
That can be urged againſt us. Beau, Sp. Curate. 


LEAPD 


ha) LI bend 
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Lrap on to Dungeons, Horror, Chains, and Death: 
The Brave and Honeſt never are ſurpriz'd. 9 
If there's a Life to come the Good are bleſt; 

And if there's none, all have eternal Reſt. Hig. G. Con. 
THERE is no Courage, but in Innocence; 
No Conſtancy, but in an honeſt Cauſe. 
| South. Fate of Capua. 
WHrarT ſtronger-Breaſt- Plate than a Heart untainted? 
Thrice is he arm'd that has his Quarrel juſt ; 
And he but naked, tho' lock'd up in Steel, 
Whoſe Conſcience with Injuſtice is corrupted. 
| - Shakef. Hen. VI. 
Tu E righteous Gods that Innocence require, | 
Protect the Goodneſs which themſelves inſpire : 
Unguarded Virtue human Art defies, 


'Th' Accus'd is happy, while th* Accuſer dies. 
Smith's Ph. Hipp. 


Ox a Soul ſecure 
In native Innocence, or Grief, or Joy, 
Should make no deeper Prints than Air retains ; 
Where fleet alike the Vulture and the Dove, 
And leave no Trace. Fent. Mariam, 


INTERESE 


INTEREST, that bold impoſer on our Fate, * 
That always to dark Ends miſguides our Wills, „ 
And with falſe Happineſs ſmooths o'er our Willis 

Otw. Don Carhs. 

InTEREsT makes all ſeem Reaſon, that 
Leads towards it. Dryd. Sec. Lowe. P 

ALL ſeek their Ends, and each would other cheat: * 
They only ſeem to hate, and ſeem to love; 

But Intereſt is the Point on which they move: N 
Their Friends are Foes, and Foes are Friends again, 
And in their Turns are Knaves, and honeſt Men: 


K 3 | Our 


198 The BEAUTIES of 


Our Iron Age is grown an Age of Gold: 

is who bids moſt, for all Men would be fold. 
| | Dad. Ampb. 

|  RovunDpevp in the Ear, 

With that ſame Purpoſe. Changer, that ſly Devil, 

That Broker, that {till breaks the Pale of Faith: 

That daily Break-Vow, he that wins of all, 

Of Kings, of Beggars, old Men, young Men, Maids, 

Who having no external Thing to loſe, 

Put the Word Maid cheats the poor Maid of that. 

That ſmooth-fac'd Gentleman, tickling Commodity; 

Commodity! the Biaſs of the World : 

The World, who of it ſelf is poiſed well, 

Mode to run even upon even Ground; 

Till this Advantage, this vile drawing Biafs, 

This Sway of Motion, this Commodity, 

Makes it take Head from all Indifferency, 

From all Direction, Purpoſe, Courſe; Intent; 

And this ſame Biaſs, this Commodity, 

This Bawd, this Broker, that all- changing World, 

Clapp'd on the outward Eye of fickle Fancy, x 

Hath drawn him from his own determin'd Aid; 

From a refolv'd and honourable War, 

To a moſt baſe, and vile coneluded- Peace. 

Ard why rail'd I on this Commodity? 

But for becauſe he hath not woo'd me yet; 

Net that I have the Power to clutch my Hand, 

When his fair Angels would ſalute my Palm: 

Bat for my Hand, as unattempted yet, 

Like a poor Beggar, raileth on the Rich. | 

i Shakef. K. Fobn. 


FOY 


T'nou, hoden have brought me the tranſporting 
X ews . 

Of her Arrival, with as great Impatience, 

As if the inferior Monarchs of the World, 

Were all unanimouſly come to lay Their 


1 


"She ERS. 
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Their Scepters at my Footſtool, and reſign 
The yet unconquer'd Globe. Fraps Abram, 
LET the Kettle to the Trumpet ſpeak, | | 
The Trumpet to the Cannoneer without; 
The Cannons to the Heav'ns, the Heav'ns to Earth. | 
| | Shakeſ. Haml. 
Jor is in every Face without a Cloud: 
As in the Scene of opening Paradiſe, 
The whole Creation danc'd at their new Being: 
Pleas'd to be what they were, pleas'd with each other. 
Dryd. Don Sebaſt. 
A $ECRET Pleaſure trickles thro' my Veins; | 
It works about the Inlets of my Soul. Did. 
Now, by my Soul, and by theſe hoary Hairs, 
I'm ſo v'erwaelm'd with Pleaſure, that I feel 
A latter Spring within my wither'd Limbs, 
That ſhoots me out again. Thid, 
SoME ftrange Reverſe muſt ſure attend 
This vaſt Profuſion, this Extravagance 
Of Heav'n to bleſs me thus ! Tis gold fo pure, | 
It cannot bear the Stamp without Allay. Bid. 
Now my Veins ſwell, and my Arms graſp the Poles; 
My Breaſts grow bigger with the vaſt Delight: | 
Tis Length of Rapture, and an Age of Fury! 
| | Lee's Alex. 
On! you are fo divine, and cauſe ſuch Fondneſs, 
That my Heart leaps, and beats, and feign would out, 
To make a Dance of Joy about your Feet ! 34a 
Such Extaſy, Life cannot tarry long ! 
The Day comes on ſo faſt, and beamy Joy 
Darts with ſuch Fierceneſs on me, Night will follow. 
| Bid. 
Becone, my Cares, I give you to the Winds. 5 
Far to be born; far from the happy Altamont ; 
Far from the ſacred Era of my Love: 
A better Order of ſucceeding Joys \ 
Comes ſmiling forward, white, and lucky all. 
Caliſta is the Miſtreſs of the Year, 
K 4 a. 
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She crowns the Seaſons with auſpicious Beauty, 
And bids even all my Hours be good and joyful. 

| . Rawe's Fair. Pen. 
Lr Mirth go on, let Pleaſure know no Pauſe ; 
But fill up ev'ry Minute of this Day. Did. 
By ſtill my Sorrows ! and be loud my Joys! ; 
Fly to the utmoſt Circle of the Seas, | 
Thou furious Tempeſt that haſt toſs'd my Mind, | 


. * 
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And leave no Thought but Leonora there. 4 
What's this I feel aboding in my Soul, 
As if this Day were fatal? Be itſo! | 
Fate ſhall have but the Leavings of my Love ! } 
My Joys are gloomy, but withal are great: 4 
The Lion, tho' he ſees the Toils are ſet, | 
Yet, pinch'd with raging Hunger, ſcours away, ö 7 
Hunts in the Face of Danger all the Day, 5 D 
At Night with fullen Pleaſure grumbles o'er his Prey. d 
Dryd. Span. Fryax. d 
Suk bids me hope; O Heav'ns! ſhe pities me; Bo 
And Pity ſtill foreruns approaching Love, | \ 
As Lightning does the Thunder.. 'Tune your Harps, 
Ve Angels, to that Sound ! and thou, my Heart, 
Make Room to entertain thy flowing Joys : B 
Hence all my Griefs, and every anxious Care; H 
One Look, and one kind Glance can cure e 
Ez . 
Am I then pity'd ? I have liv'd enough! 1 
Death, take me in this Moment o' my Joy : by 
But when my Soul is plung'd in long Oblivion ; A 
Spare this one Thought, let me remember Pity ; 0 
And ſo deceiv'd, think all my Life was bleſs'd. 114. A 
Known, be it known to the Limits of the World; 1 
Vet further, let it paſs yond dazz ing Roof, | * 
The Manſions of the Gods, and ſtrike em deaf 2 
With everlaſting Peals of thund'ring Joy! Sf 
'$ Oh! for this News, let Waters break their Bounds ! 
| Rocks, Valleys, Hills, with ſplitting Is ring! | M 
J Focaſta, Io Pœan, ſing. er 15 : 
| * 
| 
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Br this the gen'ral Voice ſent up to Heav'n, 
And every publick Place repeat this Echo; 
To Pomp and Triumph give this happy Day: 
Let Labour ceaſe : ſet out before your Doors 
The Images of all your ſleeping Fathers, 
With Laurels crown'd: With Laurel wreath your Poſts, 
And ftrew with Flowers the Pavement. Let the Prieſts: 
Do preſent Sacrifice : Pour out the Wine, 
And call the Gods to join with you in Gladneſs. 
. 5 | Dryd. All for Love. 
Mx joy ſtops at my Tongue; 
But it has found: two. Channels here for one, | 
And bubbles out above. Bid. 
Mx charmed Ears ne' er knew 
A Sound of ſo much Rapture, fo. much Joy :: 
Not Voices, Inſtruments, nor warbling Birds; 
Not Winds, nor murmuring Waters join'd in Conſort ;. 
Not tuneful Nature, nor th according Spheres, 
Utter ſuch Harmony, as when my Selima, 
With down-caſt Looks and Bluſhes faid, I love. 
55 | | | Rowe's Tam. 
THERE's not a Slave, a ſhackled Slave of mine, 
But ſhould: have ſmil'd that Hour thro? all his Care, 
And ſhook his Chains in Tranſport and rude Harmony. 
| 8 \ —— Cong. M. Bride. 
O my Soul's Joy! | 
If after every Tempeſt come ſuch Calms, 
May the Winds blow "till they have waken'd Death, 
And let the lab'ring Bark chmb Hills of Seas 
Olimpus high, and duck again as low 
As Helis from Heay'n. If it were now to die, 
were now to be moſt happy! for I fear, 
My Soul has her Content fo abſolu.e, 
Fhat not another Comfort, like to this, 
Succeeds in unknown Fate: Shakeſ. Otbbellb. 
Mine is a Gleam of Bliſs too hot to laſt; 


Watry it fines, and will be. ſoon o'ercalt. Dryd. Auren. 
R * 
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My plenteous Joys, 
Wanton in Fullneſs, ſeek to hide themſelves 
In Drops of Sorrow. Shakeſ. Mach. 
I canxorT ſpeak, Tears ſo obſtruct my Words, 
And choke me with unutterable Joy. Olav. Cai. "Mar. 
A $PRINGING Joy, 
A Pleaſure, which no Language can expreſs, 
An Extaſy that Mothers only feel, 
Plays round my Heart, and brightens up my Sorrow, 
Like Gleams of Sunſhine i in a low” ring Sky. 
Pb. Dift. Mother. 
Too weak is Man this Rapture to contain, 
And I ſhall die with Tranſport ; 
My Grief repelbd with. Extaſy of Joy, 
The jarring Mies will overflow my Heart. 
Hig. Gen. Cong. 
Pm loſt in Extaſy ! ot: 
How ſhall I ſpeak the Tranſport of my Soul! 
J am ſo bleſsd, I fear tis all a Dream: 
Fortune, thou now haſt made Amends for all 
Thy paſt Unkindneſs: I abſolve my Stars. Add. Cato. 
- . Way do'ſt thou come to make my Bliſs run oer? 
What is there more to wiſh ? Fortune can find 
No Flaw in ſuch a Glut of Happineſs, 
To let one Miſery in.— O my Varanes l 
Thou, who of late didſt ſeem to walk on Clouds! 
New give a Looſe, let go the flacken'd Reins: 
Let us drive down this Precipice of Joy, 
As if that all the Winds of Heav'n were for us. 


Lee's Theed. 


O Lr me find ſome Way 


Jo tell the mighty Joy that fills my Breaft, 
Left I grow mad with Height of furious Bliſs. 


Rowe's Amb. Stepm. 


O rus tranſporting Joy ! 
I mpetuous Flood of unexpected Rapture 


Whether I live, or no, I cannot tell. Den. Iphig. 


How 


1 „ 
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How, which Way ſhall I try, 
To utter my full Bliſs ? Tis in my Head, 
'Tis in my Heart; and takes up all my Soul: 
The Labour of my Fancy; and too vaſt 
A Birth of Joy, to be diſclosd ſo ſoon. 
| South. Fat. Mar. 
How all our Joys are ſet in Toils of Woe, 
As after Darkneſs, Light the brighter ſhews ; 
So from our Sorrows all our Joys encreaſe. " 
Heu. Pepe. Ving. 
| My Heart's ſo full of Joy, p | 
That I ſhall do ſome wild Extravagance 
Of Love in publick ; and the fooliſh World, 
Which knows not Tenderneſs, will think me mad. 
Dryd. All for Love. 
WE * my whole Life to come one Heap of Trou- 
es, 
The Pleaſure of this Moment would ſuffice, - 
And ſweeten all my Griefs with its Remembrance. 
8 Lee's Mith. 
Wren to my raviſh'd Ears you firſt confeſs'd 
Your Love, and ſhot me thro' with trembling Joy ; 
The Stars flam'd brighter; and the Flowers breath'd 
1 a 2 ers 
A warmer Fragrancy: The gloomy Grove 
Approv'd our N and at — Contract mid. 
Tate L. Gen. 
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Tu k mighty Jowe 

Fatigu'd with Empire, left his Throne above, 
And for a While enjoy'd the Sweets of Love; 
Then tow'ring high to his ſublime Abode, 
Shook Earth and Seas with his imperial Nod, 
Returg'd to thund' ring, and reſum'd the God. | 
POR Traps Abram. 
K 6 8 
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_ Tx ß 
So when of old, Fowe from the Titans fled, 8 
Ammon's rade Front bis radiant Face bely'd ; > 
And all the Majeſty of Heay'n lay hid: a 
At length by Fate, to Power divine reſtor d, 
His Thunder taught the World to know its Lord; 
The God grew terrible again, and was again ador'd. 
i |  Roawe's Tam, 
So Fove look'd down upon the War of Atoms, 
And rude tumultuous Chaos, when as yet, 
Fair Nature, Form, and Order had no Being; 
But Diſcord and Confuſion troubl'd all: 
Calm and ſerene upon his Throne he ſate, 
Fix'd there by the eternal Law of Fate: 
Safe in himſelf, becauſe he knew his Power, 
And knowing what he was, he knew he was ſecure. 
| Rowe's UN. 
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=E>a DIADEM! thou Centre of Ambition, 
Where all its different Lines are reconcil'd, 
As if thou wert the burning Glaſs of Glory. 
| Dryd. Oed. 
WELL have you done to ſnatch me from 
tLe Storm 
Of racking Tranſport, were the little Streams 
Of Love, Revenge, and all the under Paſſions, 
As Waters are by ſucking Whirl-pools drawn, 
Were quite devour'd in the vaſt Gulph of Empire, Bid. 
PRIR CES are bar'd the Liberty to roam, 
The ſetter'd Mind ſtill languiſhes at home; 
In golden Bands ſhe treads the thoughtful Round, 
Buficeſs and Cares eternally abound, Les Deca. 


I witt 
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| I w1LL not wear the Crown in Vain, | 
Subjects ſhall work my Will, or feel my Power. 


Young's Bufiris, 

 Trovcn the Slaves 7 | 

Fall off from their Obedience and deny 

That I'm their Monarch, I'm Bufiris fill: 

Collected in my ſelf I ſtand alone, 

And hurl my Thunder, tho' I ſhake my Throne; 

Like Death, a ſolitary King Pl reign 

O'er ſilent Subj ects and a Deſart plain; 

F'er brook: their Pride, Pl] ſpread a general Doom, 

And every Step ſhall. be from Tomb to Tomb. 

h | Did. 

'I 'rs better to be lowly born, 

And range with humble Livers in Content, 

han to be perk'd up in a gliſtring Grief, 

And wear a golden Sorrow. Shake/. Hen. VIII. 
WE view the outward Glories of a Crown; 

But dazzl'd with the Luſtre, cannot ſee 

The Thorns which line it, and whoſe painful Prickings 

Embitter all the pompous Sweets of Empire. | 

Happier the Wretch, who at his daily Toils, 

Sweats for his homely Dinner, than a King 

In all the dangerous Pomp of Royalty ! 

He knows no Fears of State to damp his Joys ;. 

No Treaſon fhakes the humble Bed he lyes on; 

Nor dreads he Poiſon in his peaceful Bowls: 

He ſleeps contented in the guiltleſs Arms 

Of his unjealous Conſort ;—— Frightful Dreams 

Breik not his Slumbers, with the ſhocking Sight 

Of bloody Daggers, and ideal Murders.  * 

True, he's a Stranger to the Power of Kings; 

But then again, he is as much a Stranger 

Fo Kingly Cares and Miſeries. Hill's Thi 
O rorisk'p Perturbation ! Golden Care! | 

That keep'it the Ports of Slumber open wide 

To many a watchful Night : Sleep with it now, 

Yet, not io ſound, and half fo deeply ſweet, 
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As he whoſe Brow with homely Biggen bound, 
Snores out the Watch of Night. O Majeſty ! 
When thou doſt pinch thy Bearer, thou doſt fit 
Like a rich Armour, worn in Heat of Day, 


That ſcald'ſt with Safety. Shake. Hen. IV. 
KIN es, _ Heaven's Eye, ſhould ſpread their Beams 
around, | 


Pleas'd to be ſeen while Glory's Race they run: 

Reſt is not for the Chariot of the Sun. 

Luxurious Kings are to the People loſt; 

They live like Drones upon the publick Coſt. Did. Auren. 

How wretchedly he rules, | 

That's ſerv'd by Cowards, and advis'd by Fools. 

SE Dryd. Don Carlos. 

Rinxes who are Fathers, live but in their People. 
. 5 Dryd. Don Seb. 
War's Royalty, but Power to pleaſe my ſelf? 

And if I dare not, then am 1 the Slave, 

And my own Slaves the Sovereigns. | 

Weak Princes flatter, when they want the Power 

To curb their People: Tender Plants muſt bend; 

But when a Government is grown to Strength, 

Like ſome old Oak, tough with its armed Bark, 

It yields not to the Fig, but only nods, 

And turns to ſullen State. 

Kings Titles commonly begin by Force, 

Which Time wears off, and mellows into Right; 

And Power, which in one Age is Tyranny, 
$ ripen'd in the next to true Succeſſion. 

| |  Dryd. Span. Fryar. 
UnBounDED Power and Height of Greatneſs give 

To Kings that Luſtre which we think divine; 

The Wiſe who know 'em, know they are but Men, 
Nay, ſometimes, weak ones too. The Croud indeed, 
Who kneel before the Image, not the God, | 

Worſtip the Deity their Hands Eve made. 

5 Rowwe's Ambitious Stepm. 


He's 
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He's in Poſſeſſion! ſo Diſeaſes are: . 
Should not a ling' ring Fever be remoy'd, 
Becauſe it long has rag d within my Blood? 
Do I rebel, — — I would thruſt it out ? | 
What! ſhall I think the World was made for one, 
And Men are born for Kings, as Beaſts for Men; 
Not for Protection, but to be devour'd ? 
Mark thoſe who doat on arbitrary Power, | 
And you ſhall find em, either hot-brain'd Youth, 
Or needy Bankrupts ſervile in their Greatneſs, 
And Slaves to ſome, to lord it o'er the reſt. 
O Baſeneſs! to ſupport a Tyrant Throne, 
And cruſh you free-born Brethren of the World 
Dryd. Span. Fryar. 
Tuosk Kings who rule with limited Colin 
Have Players Sceptres put into their Hands : 
Power has no Balance! one Side {tifl weighs down, 
And either hoiſts the Commonwealth, or Crown. 
Da. Cong. of Granad. 
Tu Thoughts of Princes dwell in ſacred Privacy, 
Unknown and venerable to the Vulgar; 
And like a Temple's innermoſt Receſſes, 
None enter to behold the hallowed Myſteries, 
Unbidden of the God that dwells within. 
 Rowe's Amb. Stepm. 
SEBASTIAN Was a Man 
Above Man's Height, & n tow'ring to Divinity 
Brave, pious, gen'rous reat, and liberal: 
Juſt as the Scales of INav'n, that weighs the Seaſons : 
He lov'd his People, him they idoliz d: 
His Goodneſs was diffus'd to human Kind; 
He was the Envy of his neighbouring Kings; 
For him the ſighing Queens deſpis'd their Lords, 
And Virgin-Daughters bluſh'd when he was nam'd. 
Dryd. Don. Seb. 
WII I has our holy Ala mark'd him out, 
The Scourge of lawleſs Pride and dire Ambition ; 
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Well has he ſworn the ſacred Cauſe of Juſtice 
Upon his proſy'rous Sword: Approving Heav'n 
Still crown'd the righteous Warrior with Succeſs, 
As if he ſaid, Go forth, and be my Champion, 

Thou moſt like me of all my Works below. 
| | |  Rowe's Tam. 

No Luft of Rule, the common Vice of Kings ;. 
No furious Zeal, inſpir'd by hot-brain'd Prieſts : 
Hl hd beneath Religion's ſpecious Name, 

E'er drew his temp'rate. Courage to the Field: 
But to redreſs an. injur'd People's Wrongs, 

To fave the weak one from the ſtrong Oppreſſor, 
Is all his End of War: And when he draws 

The Sword to puniſh, like relenting Heav'n, 


He ſeems unwilling to deface his Kind. Did. 


| O AxALLA!I 

Could J forget Iam a Man, as thou art, | 
Would not the Winter's Cold, or Summer's Heat, 
Sickneſs, or Thirſt, or Hunger, all the Train. 
Of Nature's clamorous Appetites,. aſſerting 
An equal Right in Kings, and common Men, 
Reprove me daily? No, if I boaſt of ought, 
Be it to have been Heav'ns happy Inſtrument, 
The Means of Good to all my Fellow-Creatures : 
This is a King's beſt Praiſe. | PP as 

| 3 Tis true, I ama King: 
Honour and Glory too have been my Aim: 
But tho? I dare face Death, and all the Dangers 
Which furious War wears in its bloody Front, 
Yet could I chuſe to fix my Fame by Peace, 
By juſtice, and by Mercy; and to raiſe 
My Trophies on the Bleſſings of Mankind: 
Nor would I buy the Empire of the World- 
With Ruin of the People whom I ſway; 


Or Forfeit of my Honour. 1 


O 1ard Eftate of Empire; wretched Kings! 
How are we ſnar' J in Errors not our own ; | 
And hood-wink d, led to Crimes we moſt ſhould ſhun !- 
Hence: 


1 a 


Set 3 1 
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Hence *tis, our Name's ftain'd black in Chron'cles, 
When impious Counſellors betray our Reafon 
With Eloquence, and enſnare us 
And make Injuſtice neceſſary. Tate's Loy. Gem 
| SoME are born Kings; | 
Made up of three Parts Fire : So full of Heay'n, 
Tt ſparkles at their Eyes ; inferior Souls 
Know 'em as ſoon as ſeen, by ſure Inſtinct, 
To be their Lords, and naturally worſhip 
The ſecret God within 'em. Dryd. Clæeom. 
Tk Gods have for themſelves alone reſerv'd 
A quiet State: Kings are their Stewards here, 
Intruſted with the Conqueſt of the World ; 
And like good careful Servants, muſt ſubmit 
Their fingle Profit to the general Welfare. 
= Lanſd. Her. Love. 
KIN Gs are like other Miſers, 
Greedy of more : 'They uſe not what they have, 
As Merchants vent'ring on the faithleſs Seas, 
For needleſs Wealth, are driven by ſudden Storms 
On Banks of Sands, or dafh'd againſt the Rocks; 
And all they have is ſunk, and loſt at once! 
Kings ruſh to Wars, more faithleſs than the Seas; 
Where more inconſtant Fortune waits their Arms; 
Where, in a Moment, one unhappy Blow | 
Ruins the Progreſs of an Age before. Heoph. Pyrr. 
THe vulgar call us Gods, and fondly think, | 
That Kings are caft in more than mortal Moulds : 
Alas ! they little know that when the Mind 
Is cloy'd with Pomp, our Taſte is pall'd to Joy; 
But grows more ſenſible of Grief or Pain. | 
The ftupid Peaſant, with as quick a Senſe, 
Enjoys the Fragrance of the Roſe as I; | 
And his rough hard Hand is Proof againſt the Thorn, 
Which, rankling in my tender Skin, would ſeem 
A Viper's Tooth. O bliſsful Poverty! 
Nature too partial to thy Lot, _—_ 
Health, Freedom, Innocence, and downy Peace, 
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Her real Goods ; and only mocks the great, 


With empty Pageantries. Fent. Mariam. 
T' unbuſy'd Shepherd ſtretch'd beneath the Haw- 
thorn, | 


His careleſs Limbs thrown out in wanton Eaſe, 
With thoughtleſs Gaze peruſing th' arched Heav'ns, 
And idly whiſtling, while his Sheep feed round him, 
Enjoys a ſweeter Shade than that l Canopies, | 
Hemm'd in with Care, and ſhook by Storms of 'Treaſon. 

| Hill's Hen. V. 


KISSES ad KISSING. 


_ Txr1s Kiſs if it durſt ſpeak, 
Wor'd ſtretch thy Spirits up into the Air: 
I wiLL provoke thy Lips, lay Siege fo cloſe, 
That all thy ſally ing Breath ſhall turn to Bleflings. 
S 5 Dryd. Don Seb. 
SWEET were his Kiſſes on my balmy Lips, 
3 are the Breezes breath'd amidſt the Groves 6 \ 
ripening Spices on the Height of Day. Bebn's Abd. 
* 1 F On! ary give the World; | 
One Kiſs of thine, but thus to touch thy Lips, 
J were a Gainer, by the vaſt Exchange. 
The fragrant Infancy of opening Flowers, 
Flow'd. to my Senſes in that melting Kiſs. 


_ South's Di ſapp. 
O LET me run and ſeal - 
My melting Soul upon their bubbling Wounds ! 
PII print upon their Coral Mouths ſuch Kiſſes, 
As ſhall recal their wand'ring Spirits home. Lee's Oed. 
SHE brought her Cheek up cloſe, and lean'd on his; 
At which he wiſper'd Kiſſes back on her's. 
5 | Dryd. All for Love. 
'Barmy, as Cordials that recover Souls, 
Chaſte as Maids Sighs, and keen as longing Mothers. 


Lee's Luc. Fun. Br, 


I FELT 
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I FELT the while a pleafing Kind of Smart, 
The Kiſs went tingling to my very Heart. 
When it was gone, the Senſe of it did ſtay, 
The Sweetneſs cling'd upon my Lips all Day, 
Like Drops of Honey, loth to fall away. 


Trey kiſs'd with ſuch a Fervor, 
And gave ſuch furious Earneſt of their Flames, 
That their Eyes ſparkled, and their mantling Blood 
Flew fluſhing o'er their Faces. Dryd. Don Seb. 
How could I dwell for ever on theſe Lips ! 5 
Oh ! I could kiſs em pale with Eagerneſs ! 
So ſoft, by Heav'n! and ſuch a juicy Sweet, 
That ripen'd Peaches have not half their Flavour. 


let me live for ever on thoſe Lips 


ISsw EAR, I love you with my firſt Virgin-Fondneſs; 
I hve all in you, and I die without you: 
At your Approach, my Heart beats faſt within me; 
A pleaſing Trembling thrills thro? all my Blood, 
Whene er you touch me with your melting Hand: 
But when you Kiſs, Oh! 'tis not to be ſpoke! 


Gild. Fat. Divorce. | 


Wax ſtrange new Motions do I feel? my Veins 

Burn with an unknown Fire ; in every Part 
I ſuffer Alteration : I am poiſon'd, 
Yet languiſh with Deſire again to taſte it; 
So ſweetly it works on me. 

Ir I prophane with my unworthieft Hand 
This holy Shrine, the gentle Sin 1s this ; 
My Lips, two bluſhing Pilgrims, ready ſtand, 
To ſmooth that rough Touch with a tender Kiſs. 

; . Shake. Rom. and Ful. 
He kiſs'd me hard, 

As if he'd pluck up Kiſſes by the Roots, 


That grew upon my Lips. Sbaleſ. Othelh., 


Dryd. Mar. a- la- mode. 


Dryd. Amph. 
The Nectar of the Gods to theſe is taſteleſs. Bid. 
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He ſcarce afforded one kind parting Word, 
But went away ſo cold; the Kiſs he gave me 
Seem'd the forc'd Compliment of ſated Love. 

| | Otw. Orpbh. 

NecTar, and Flames, and Sweets of Hyb/a grow 
About her Lips, Ambroſial Odours flow. Lee's Soph. 

THE Kiſs you take is paid by that you give; 

The Joy is mutual, and I'm ſtill in Debt. 
| | | Lanſd. Her. Lowe, 
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Ou x, lead me forward now, like a tame 
I, Lamb, | 1 x 

To ſacrifice. Thus, in his fatal Garlar ds, 

Deck d fine, and pleas'd, the Wanton ſkips, 

9 and plays, 
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> 
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Ungrip'd, and play'd with, till fierce Hunger calls; 
Then Nature-ſhews it ſelf, the cloſe hid Nails 
Are ſtretch'd, and open'd, to the panting Prey. 

| Dryd. King. Arthur. 


LAMENTATIONS. 


Bur he ſleeps happy. 2 7 
I muſt wake for ever. This Object chit 


This Face of fatal Beauty —— | 
Will 
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Will firetch my Lips with vaſt eternal Tears 


Here lies my Fate, a 
And all my Victories for ever folded up: 
My Banners all in this dear Body loſt: 
My Standards, Triumphs, gone 
Oh! when ſhall I be mad! Give Orders to | 
The Army, that they break their Shields, Swords, 
* .” Spears; | 
Pound their bright Armour into Duſt ! away ! 
Is there not Cauſe to put the World in Mourning ? 
Tear all your Robes : He dies that is not naked 
Down to the Waſte; all like the Sons of Sorrow : 
Burn all the Spires that ſeem to kiſs the Sky : 
Beat down the Battlements of every City : 
And for the Monument of this loy'd Creature, 
Root up thoſe Bowers, and pave em all with Gold: 
Draw dry the Ganges, make the Indies poor: 
'To build her Tomb, no Shrines, nor Altars ſpare, Ti 
But ſtrip the ſhining Gods, to make it rare. Lee's Alex; 
ST1FF, cold, and pale | where are thy Beauties-now ? 
Thy Bluſhes, that have warm'd ſo many Hearts: 
All Hearts, that ever felt her conqu'ring Beauty, 
Sigh *till you break; and all you Eyes, that Ianguiſh'd 
In my Lawinia's Brightneſs, weep with me, | 
Till Grief grow general, and the World's in Tears. 
| . Otw. Cai. Mar, 
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L A If Y at Prayers. 


So ſweet a Face, ſo harmleſs, fo intent 
Upon her Prayers, it froſted my Devotion 
To gaze on her; till by Degrees I took 
Her fair Idea, thro! my covetous Eye, 
Into my Heart, and knew not how to eaſe 
Tt ſince of the Impreſſion 
Her Eye did ſeem ta labour with a Tear, 
Which ſuddenly took Birth, but oyer-weigh'd 
With its own Weight, ſwelling, dropp'd upon her Boſom, 
Which, 
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Which, by Reflection of her Light, appear'd 

As Nature meant her Sorrow for an Ornament; 

After, her Looks grew chearful, and I ſaw 

A Smile thoot graceful upward from her Eyes, 

As if they had gain'd a Victory over Grief ; 

And with it, many Beams twiſted themſelves; 
Upon whoſe golden Threads the Angels walk 

Toand __ from Heav'n. . e Brot. 


. Picture. 


Farr Portia's Counterfeit ! what Demi- god 
Hath come ſo near Creation? Move theſe Eyes 
Or, whether riding on the Balls of mine, 

Seem they in Motion? Here are ſever'd Lips 
Parted with Sugar Breath; ſo ſweet a Bar 

Such Sunder! ſuch ſweet Friends! here in her Hair 
The Painter plays the Spider, and hath woven 

A golden Meſh t' entrap the Hearts of Men 

Faſter than Gnats in Co Rebe: But her Eyes! 
How could he ſee to do em? having made one, 
Methinks, it ſnould have Power to ſteal both his, 


And leave it ſelf unfiniſh'd. Shakef. Merch. of Ven. 


. 


| Now hear the Lark, 
The Herald of the Morn; whoſe Notes do beat 
The vaulty Heav'ns, ſo high above our Heads, 
Making ſuch ſweet Diviſions. Shafeſ Rom. and Jul. 
THE Lark, 


That gives es fweet TREE: of the Sun's Upriſe. | 
Shake/. 7 Tit. And. 


* 


Law AT LAWTYE R. 


Law i is the ſacred Child of Heav'n and Nas ; 
Den, Arp. Ving. 


ONE, 


. PA 3 1 WAY 
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O E, that not long ſince was the Buckram Scribe. 
That would run on Mens Errands for an Aſper; 
And from ſuch Baſeneſs having rais'd a Stock, 
To bribe the covetous Judge, call'd to the Bar; 
Se poor in Practice too, that he would plead 
A needy Client's Cauſe for a ftary'd Hen, 
Or half a little Loin of Veal, tho' Fly-blown : 
And theſe the greateſt Fees, you could arrive at 
For juſt Proceedings ; but fince you turn'd Raſcal. 
ba. | Beaum. Sp. Curate. 
| Roc us that can extract 
Fines out of Looks, and Death from double Meanings. 
1 Seabell's Sir Walt. Raleigh. 
TIT ueaRD the deep-mouth'd Pack, they ſcented Blood 
From the firſt ſtarting, and purſued their View 
With the Law Muſick of long winded Calumny. 
Well I remember one among the Tribe, 
A reading Cut-throat {kill'd in Parallels, 
And dark Compariſons of wondrous Likeneſs, 
Who in a Speech of unchew'd Eloquence, 
Muſtered up all the Crimes, ſince Noah's Days, 
To put in Ballance with this fancied Plot, 
And made &en Cataline a Saint to Ralergh : 
The Sycophant ſo much o'er play'd his Part, 
I could have hugg'd him, kifs'd the unſkilful Lyes, 
Hot from his venal Tongue. | Thid. 
I or have heard him fay, how he admir'd 
Men of your large Profeſſion that could ſpeak 
To every Cauſe, and Things meer Contraries 
"Till they were hoarſe again, yet all be Law 
That with moſt quick Agility could turn, 
And return, make Knots and undo them, : 
Give forked Counſel, take provoking Gold 
On eitker Hand, and put it up. Theſe Men, 
He knew wou'd thrive with their Humility, _ 
And (for his Part) he thought he ſhould be bleft 
To have his Heir of ſuch a ſuffering Spirit, 
So wiſe, ſo grave, of fo perplex d a · Tongue, 


: | | And 
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And loud withall, that could not wag nor ſcarce 

Lie ſtill without a Fee. | B. Fohnſon's Volpone. 
VV 


Ov freeborn Sons in Freedom ſhall expire, 
Viſit the Elyſian Fields all true and brave, 
And not one ſingle Soul deſcend the Shades a Slave. 


13 Freuds Fall of Sag. 
A yay, an Hour of virtuous Liberty, 
Is worth a whole Eternity in Bondage. Cats, 


Wu is Life? Tis not to ſtalk, and draw freſh Air, 

From Time to Time ; or gaze upon the Sun : 

"Tis to be free: When Liberty is gone, 

Life grows inſipid, and has loft its Reliſh. Bid. 
REMEMBER, O my Friends! the Laws, the Rights, 

The generous Plan of Power deliver'd down, 

From Age to Age, by your renown'd Forefathers ; 

So dearly bought,” the Price of ſo much Blood! 

O let it never periſh in your Hands! | 

But piouſly tranſmit it to your Children. 

Do thou, great Liberty, inſpire our Souls, 

And make our Lives in thy Poſſeſſion happy; 

Or our Deaths glorious in thy juſt Defence. Bid. 
FL, fly, Jaranes, fly this ſacred Place, 

Where Virtue and Religion are profeſs'd: 

This City will not harbour Infidels, 

Traytors to Chaſtity, licentious Princes: 

Fly to imperial Libertines abroad: 

In foreign Courts thou'lt find a thouſand Beauties, 

That will comply for Gold; for Gold they'll weep, 

For Gold be fond, as Athenais was; | 

And charm thee ſtill, as if they lov'd indeed: 

'Thou'lt find enough Companions too for Riot; 

Luxuriant all, and royal as thy ſelf; 

Tho' thy loud Vices ſhould reſound to Heay'n. 

Lee's Theod. 


On! 


+ 
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On! give me Liberty ! | 

For were en Paradiſe it ſelf my Priſon, 
Still I ſhould long to leap the cryſtal Walls. | 
Dryd. DonSeb, 


2. 


LIrE's but a walking Shadow; a poor Player, 
That frets, and ſtruts his Hour upon 18 ; FE” 
And then is heard no more. It is a Tale | 
Told by an Ideot, full of Sound and Fury, . 
Signifying nothing. Shake/. Macbeth, 
TRE live too long, who Happineſs out-live ; 
For Life and Death are Things indifferent : 
Each to be choſe, as either brings Content. 
Dryd. Ind. Emp. 
"Tis not for nothing that we Life purſue; 
It pays our Hopes with ſomething {till that's new; 
Each Day's a Miſtreſs unenjoy'd before: 
Like Travellers, we're pleas'd with ſeeing more. 


Dryd. Auren, 
Wren I conſider Life, tis all a Cheat: | 
Yet fool'd with Hope, Men favour the Deceit ; 
Truſt on, and think, Tomorrow will repay : 
To-morrow*'s falſer than the former Day 
Lyes more, and while it ſays we ſhall be bleſs'd 
With ſome new Joys, cuts off what we poſſeſs'd: 
Strange Cozenage ! none would live paſt Years again, 
Yet all hope Pleaſure in what yet remain: 
And from the Dregs of Life think to receive 
What the firſt ſprightly Running could not give. 
Tm tird with waiting for this Chymic Gold, 
Which fools us young, and beggars us when old. Bid. 
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LIGHTNING. 


As when ſome dreadful Thunder-Clap is nigh, 
The winged Fire ſhoots ſwiftly thro' the Sky ; 
Strikes, and conſumes, e'er ſcarce it does appear! 
And by the ſudden Ill prevents the Fear. 

| 5 Dryd. Ind. Emp, 
Lixt Lightning's fatal Flaſh, 
Which by deſtructive Thunder is purſu'd, 
Blaſting thoſe Fields on which it ſhin'd before. 
*8. : | | Roch. Valentin. 
. 
. Likes a Lion, / 
Who long has reign'd the Terror of the Woods, 
And dar'd the boldeſt Huntſman to the Combat; 
Till caught at length within ſome hidden Snare, 
With foaming Jaws he bites the Toils that hold him, 
And roars, and rolls his fiery Eyes in vain : | 
While the ſurrounding Swains wound him at Pleaſure. 
| 5 Rowe's Amb. Stepm. 
Trvs Lions to their Keepers couch, and fawn, - 
And diſobey their Hunger. Ded. Clem. 
” IT breeds Contempt, | 
For Herds to liſten, and preſume to pry, | 
When the hurt Lion groans within his Den. 
: Dryd. Don Seb. 
Lixk a caught Lion, raging in the Snare, 
He plunges in his Paſſion, {pends his Force, | 
And ſtruggles with the Toil that holds him faſter. 
$. 5 i Lee's Mithrid. 
' Tas Prince in a lone Court was plac d. 
- Unarm'd, all but his Hands, on which he wore 

A Pair of Gantlets. | 
At laſt, the Door of an old Lion's Den 
Being drawn up, the horrid Beaſt appear'd: _ 

| E 


the ENGLISH STAGE, 219 
The Flames which from his Eyes ſhot glaring Red, 
Made the Sun ſtart, as the Spectators thought, 
And round them caſt a Day of Blood and Death; 
The Prince walk'd forward: The large Beaſt deſcry'd 
His Prey; and with a Roar that made us pale, | 
Flew fiercely on him: But Lyſimachus 
Starting aſide, avoided his firſt Stroke, 
With a ſlight hurt; and as the Lion turn'd, 
Thruſt Gantlet, Arm, and all, into his Throat: 
Then with Herculean Force, tore forth by th' Roots, 
The foaming bloody Tongue ; and while the Savage, 
Faint with the Loſs, ſunk to the bluſhing Earth, 
To plough it with his Teeth, your conq'ring Soldier 
Leap'd on his Back, and daſh'd his Skull to Pieces. 

1 | Lee's Alex! 


LOOKS. 


His Viſage ſeem'd to bear 
A Mixture of uncertain Chearfulneſs, 
Like Hope corrected by ſome Cautious Fear. 
- | SewwelPs Sir Wait. Rakigh, 
Ir I have veild my look, 
I turn the Trouble of my Countenance 
Meerly upon my ſelf, vex'd I am 
Of late with Paſſions of ſome Difference, 
Conceptions only proper to my ſelf, — 
Which give ſome Soil perhaps to my Behaviour. 
Shakeſ. Ful. Cefar. 
Hz looks as if he had beſpoke his Grave. 
Lee's Theod. 
Even your Anger charms, and you appear | 
Awfully fair and lovely in your Frowns. Trap's Abram. 
A $8ULLEN Gloom 


Scouls on his Brow, and marks him the Duſk. 
_ Young's Burris. 
FATE is in thy Face, | L 


And from thy haggard * looks wildly out, 
22 2 | 
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And threatens e'er thou ſpeak'ſt. Dryd. Allfor Love. 
JusT now I met him, at my Sight he ſtarted, | 

Then with ſach ardent Eyes he wander'd o'er me, 

And gaz d with ſuch Malignity of Love, 

Sending his Soul out to me in a Look. Young's Bufiris. 
Wuar Glory Blazes from his Eye, 

What Force, what Majeſty in every Motion 


As at each Step he trod upon a Foe. Did. 
A Look ſo ſweet, 
As might diſarm even Death. Den. Iphig. 


_ Sgx! what a Grace was ſeated on his Brow ! 
Hyperion's Curls, the Front of Jove himſelf; 
An Eye, like Mars, to threaten, or command: 
A Combination, and a Form indeed, 
chere every God did ſeem to ſet his Seal. 
To give the World Aſſurance of a Man. Shake/. Ham!. 
READ o'er the Volume of his lovely Face, 
And find Delight writ there with Beauty's Pen: 
Examine ev'ry ſeveral Lineament, - 
And what obſcur' in this fair Volume lies, 
1 * written in the Margin of his Eyes. 
| Shakeſ. Rom. and 7 
HE has I know not What, 
of c Greatneſs i in his Looks, and of high Fate, 
'That almoſt awes me. Dryd. Mar. Ala modo. 
SEE! where ſhe comes! with that high Air and Mien, 
Which marks, in Bonds, the Greatneſs of a Queen! 
 Dryd. Tyr. Love. 
Hapsr = thy ſelf been by, and but beheld him, 
Thou would'ſt have thought, ſuch was his Majeſty, 
That the Gods lighten'd from his awful Eyes, 
And thunder'd from his Tongue. Lee's L. F. Brut. 
A VENERABLE Aſpect! 
Age fits with decent Grace upon his Viſage, 
And worthily becomes his filver Locks : 
He wears the Marks of many Years well ſpent, 
Of Virtue, Truth well try 'd, and wiſe Experience. 
Rowe's Fane _ 
N 
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- In his Looks appears pa ag £10 
A wild diſtracted Fierceneſs : I can read | 
Some dreadful Purpoſe in his Face. 
Sometimes his Anger breaks thro' all Diſgniſes, 
And ſpares nor Gods nor Men: And then he ſeems ' 
Jealous of all the World; ſuſpects, and ſtarts, Ls 
And looks behind him. Denh. Sophy. 
My Heart quakes in me: In your ſettled Face, 
And clouded Brow, methinks, I ſee my Fate. 
Otav. Orph. 
Rr avs'T thou not ſomething in my Face, that ſpeaks 
Wonderful Change, and Horror from within me. Bid. 
Her Looks grow black, as a tempeſtuous Wind, 
Some raging Thoughts are rolling i in her Mind. 
Dryd. Ind. Emp. 
Na- E R think to fright me with your mighty Looks: 
Know, I dare ſtem that Tempeſt in your Brow, | 
And daſh it back upon you. Drya. Sec. Love. 
WA brutal Miſchief fits upon his Brow! 
He may be honeſt, but he looks Damnation. 


Drya. Don 304 
SEE, the King reddens, 
The Fear which ſeiz d him at * bbonſ' Sight 
Is vaniſh'd now; 
And a new Tide returns upon his Cheeks, 
And Rage and Vengeance ſparkle in his Eyes. 


Dryd. Love 75 
Bx Jupiter, he looks fo terrible, 
I'm half afraid to praiſe him. Shakef. Troil. Creſt 
SEE where he comes, all penſive, and alone: | 
A gloomy Fury has o'erſpread his Face. 
Dryd. Cong. Gran. 
1 thou ſhake thy Brows _ that ſtern 
? 
Speak ; for to me thy Face i is as the Heav'ns, 
And when thou ſmil'ſt I cannot fear a Storm: 
But now thy gather'd Brows-prognoſticate 
III — Lightning ſparkles from = Eyes : 


L'3 Speaks 


. — Py 
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Spend too, tho Thunder follow. Lee's Cæſ. Borg, 


Ox your Brow, 
A thouſand Deaths ſit menacing my Soul. 
Lee's Maſſ. of Paris. 
So fiery fierce, that thoſe who ſee him nearly, 
May ſee his haughty Soul {till mounting in his Face. 


| Lee's Weod. 
Eacn Vaſſal has a wild diſtracted Face, 
And looks as full of Buſineſs, as a Blockhead 
In Times of Danger. Otw. Orph. 
| 106 ax dwels that buſy Cloud upon thy Face ? 
| Ot. Ven. Pref. 
VET Sorrow on his Brow majeſtick ſits, 
And ſhews that from no common Cauſe it ſprings : 
His Mien ſeems earneſt, and his Looks profound, 
Like one upon important Buſineſs bent. Den. Ipbig. 
Ma xx but how terrible his Eyes appear! 
And yet there's ſomething roughly noble there, 
Which in unfaſhion'd Nature looks divine, 
And like a Gem, does in the Quarry ſhine. 
Dpa. Cong. Gran. 
| He looks 
As if ſome mighty Secret work'd within him, 
And labour'd for a Vent. Lee's Theead. 
An awful Gloom | 
Spreads o'er his Face, and gnawing Cares of Love 
Indent his furrow'd Brows. Hig. Gen. Cong. 
Tuo haſt a grim 'Appearanoe, and thy Face 
Bears a Command in it: 'Tho' thy Tackle's torn, 
Thou ſhew'ſt a noble Veſſel. | Shake/. Coriol. 
| Fo x his late Diſgrace, | 
His conſcious Virtue rages in his Face. 
| Sed. Anth. and Cleop. 
Wuar Diſorder ? 
What fad Fate's that that bodes upon your Brow ? 
I fee your Face 
Pale, as the Cherubims at Adam's Fall. 
D ud. D. of Guiſe. 
HE 


3 
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He wears Affliction in his Aſpect, | 
And the black Cloud that lowrs upon his Brow, 
Seems to declare ſtrange Wretchedneſs of Sorrow. 
| | Den. Ihig. 
_ MeTrnovGnr, I ſaw Love, Anger, and Deſpair, - - 
All combating at once upon her Face. Ded. M. Queen. 
Wnũsx are thoſe graceful Sorrows on that Brow ? . 
Why frown thoſe Lcoks, by Nature form'd to {mile ? 
SER _ Hig. Gen. Cong. 
'T Have obſerv'd of late thy Looks are fallen; n 
C'ercaſt with gloomy Care, and Diſcontent. Add. Cato. 
My Form, alas! has long forgot to pleaſe: 
The Scene of Beauty and Delight is chang'd : 
No Roſes bloom upon my fading Cheeks, 
No laughing Graces wanton in my Eyes; 
But haggard Grief, lean-looking, fallow Care, 
And pining Diſcontent, a rueful Train, 
Dwell on my Brow, all hideous and forlorn. b 
Rowe's Fane Shore. 
Whom would not that majeſtic Mien deceive ? 
And his Friends, godlike Eyes that look Divinity? 
Why ſhould the ſacred Character of Virtue 
Shine on a Villain's Countenance? Ye Powers! 
Why fix'd you not a Brand on Treaſon's Front? 
That we might know t' avoid perfidious Mortals. | 
Den. Ipbig. 
O SERPENT Heart! hid with a flow'ring Face! 
Did ever Dragons keep fo fair a Cave? 
O deipis'd Subſtance of divineſt Shew! 
Juſt oppoſite to what thou juſtly ſeem? ! 
O Nature! what hadſt thou to do in Hell, 
When thou didſt bower the Spirit of a Fiend, 
In mortal Paradiſe of. ſuch ſweet Fleſh ? 
Was ever Book containing ſuch vile Matter, 
So fairly bound? Oh! that Deceit ſhould dwell | 
In ſuch a gorgeous Palace! _ Shake/. Rom. and Fal. 
ALL thy Deformity of Mind breaks out 


L 4- Upon 
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Upon thy eruel Face, and blaſts my Eyes. : 
Den. 46. and Vir. 
I evess you're pleas'd, by a malicious Joy, 
Whoſe red and fiery Beams caſt thro' your Viſage 
A glowing Pleaſure: Sure you ſmile Revenge. | 
| Dryd. Oed. 
Bou who art thou, whoſe heavy Looks foretel 
Some dreadful Story hanging on thy Tongue? 
| 3 I. 
WHar means this wild Confuſion in thy Looks ? 
As if thou wert at Variance with thy ſelf; 
Madneſs and Reaſon combating within thee; 
And thou wert doubtful which ſhould get the better. 
. | Rowwe's Fair Pen. 
| THERE 15 no Art 
To find the Mind's Conſtruction in her Face. 
"Tis not my Talent to conceal my Thoughts, 
Or carry Smiles and Sun-ſhine in my Face, | 
When Diſcontent fits heavy at my Heart. Add. Cate. 
Manry Majeſty | 
Sat in his Front, and darted from his Eyes, 9 
Commanding all he view'd. | | Dryd Oed. 
WrarT's he? who with contracted Brow, 
And ſulten Port, glooms downwards with his Eyes, 
At once regardleſs of his Chains, or Liberty ? 
He ſhuns my Kindneſs ; f 
And, with a haughty Mien, and ſtern Civility, 
Dumbly declines all Office. If he ſpeak, 
Tis ſcarce above a Word; as he was born 
Alone to do, and did diſdain to talk, | 
At leaſt to talk, where he muſt not command. | 
8 Cong. M. Bride. 
Tnar gloomy Outſide, like a ruſty Cheſt, | 
Contains the ſhining Treaſure of a Soul = | 
Reſolvd and hrare. Dod. Don. Seb. 
"He looks ſecure of Death: Superior Greatneſs; 
Like Jove, when he made Fate, and faid, thou att 


The Slave of my Creation. _ 
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He looks as Man was made, with Face eret, 
That ſcorns hisbrittle Corps, and ſeems aſham'd 
He's not all Spirit: His Eyes with a dumb Pride, | 
Accuſing Fortune, that he fell not warm; ES 
Yet now diſdains to live. Did. 
By his warlike Port, 
His fierce Demeanour, and erected Look, c, -- 
He's of no vulgar Note. Dryd. All for Love. 
. METHINES, you breathe = 
Another Soul; you Looks are more'divine ; 


You ſpeak a Hero, and you move a God. | Bid. | 
Hts Preſence bears the Shew of manly Virtue. 
Ota. Ven. Pref 


LOQUACIOUS.. 


On rid me of this Torture quickly there, 5 
My Madam with the everlaſting Voice; . 
The Bells in Time of Peſtilence ne'er made 
Like Noiſe, or were in that perpetual Motion! 

All my Houſe : 
But now ſteam'd like a Bath with her thick Breath 
A Lawyer could not have been heard, nor ſcarce 
Another Woman, ſuch a Hail of Words 85 
She has let fall. B. Fohnjous Lob. 


„ 


Lo vz ſtrong in Wiſh, is weak in Reaſon, ſtilł 
Forming a thouſand IIls which ne'er ſhall be, 
And like a Coward, kills itſelf to Day | | 
With fancy'd Grief for fear it die to Morrow. 3 

: Sewel's Sir Walt..Rak. 

O Love! what Miracles by thee are wrought, _ 
How does thou mix thy Cauſes in one Day, _ 

Crowding the Woes and Happineſs of Years;, _ .. 

All Paſſions that divide the human Breaſt. 
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Sink it in Sorrow, or exalt with Joy. 

Hope, Anguiſh, Tranſport, Anger, Fear, 
All have reign'd here within the ſcanty Space. 
Let this ſuffice, imperious Deity . 1 
Be all my future View, one bright Serene, 
One lengthen'd Sunſhine of unſpotted Bliſs, | 
Where Fear, nor Damps, nor Sorrow caſts a Shade. 


| | Did. 
Ir exceeds | 
My Power toceaſe to love, but tho' a Wretch 
Scorch'd in a Fever, cannot ceaſe to thirſt ; 
Yet he may throw the baneful Draught away, 
Or beg ſome Friend to bind his deſperate Arms; 
May chuſe the preſent Miſery to avoid 
A greater in Reverſion, and endure | 
The Cravings of unſatisfy'd Defire. Trap's Abram. 
From this propitious Minute will I date, | 
My ſmiling /Zra of indulgent Fate. 
Mars and Bellona now to Cupid yield, 
'To gentler Love reſerve the Warlike Field; 
The little God pleas'd with his am'rous Truſt, 
Is to the Soldier in the Lover juſt, 
Safe and ſecure from Wars deſtructive Frowns, 
With Love's ſucceeding Joys the Fay'rite Warrior crowns. 
| 2 > Beck. Scipis. 
THz Hero ſhakes in vain the whizzing Spear, | 
Boaſts the rich Trophies and the Pomp of War, 
Though captive Princes ſweat beneath his Chains, 
A greater Foe unconquer'd yet remains; 
Love ſeels with Rival's Pride and envious Shame, 
His growing Honours and aſpiring Fame; 
'Then his big Schemes are in a Moment croft, | 
Beauty unnerves him, and the World is loſt. Bid. 
METHINKs it lightens 
The Weight of my Calamities, that thou 
Art yet a Kin to my Infirmity, 
And bear ſt thy Part in Love's melodious IIls; 
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Love like that Bane perfum'd infects the Mind, 
That ſad Delight, that charms all Woman Kind. 
Lees Theod. 
How great is the Miſtake of our vain Sex, x 
Who think the Number of their fond Admirers 
Alone can make them happy ſhe indeed | 
Who unſubdu'd by Love his Power defies, 7 
May with Delight her num'rous Conqueſts prize, > 
And view with careleſs Air the Triumph of her Eyes. 
But when theſe am'rous Pains our Breaſts divide, , 
We find in Spight of our fantaſtick Pride, A 
We ſhou'd more true and laſting Pleaſure prove, 
Were we belov'd by none but thoſe we love. 


NoTHinG but the Fear of Separation 
From the moſt brave of Men and beft of Lovers, 
Could force me to diſcloſe the mighty Secret; 

I will unlock my Breaſt, and lay before you 

The inmoſt Thoughts and Counſels of my Soul. 

Know then, 

That ſince the Time that mine and your Deliverer, 
The generous Viſier, the thrice noble Pyrrbus, 
Reſcued us in our Journey to this City; F 
I have in Secret loy'd that wond'rous Man, 

And he with equal Fire receiv'd my Paſlion ; 

And during thoſe four Months in which I lay 
Hinder'd from travelling by. tedious Sicknefs, 

We have by mutual Intercourſe exchang'd ns 
Each others Souls. „„ 
I Have ſtrove | woe 

Reſiſted all in Vain, Love ſtill maintains 
It's high Preeminence, whilſt I ike Sy/{phus 
Rolling a weighty Stone upon Aſcent, 
Which ſoon with Violence and rapid Speed, 

Comes hurry ing .downward, only. can begin 
A ſecond and leis Labour. Beck. Scipio. 
ITs Place can give me Eaſe, my reſtleſs Thought, 
Like working Billows in a troubled Sea, 

” — i -Toſleg 


Trap's Abram, 
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Toſſes me to and fro, nor know I whither. 
Oh how this Paſſion like a Whirlpool drives me 
With giddy rapid Motion round and round 
I know not where, and draws in all my Soul! 
I reaſon much, but reaſon about her, 
Aa where ſhe is all Reaſon dies before her, 
d Arguments but tell me I am . 


Young's Buſiris. 
LET the Fools 22 


Who follow Fortune, live upon her Smiles; 
All our Proſperity is pla&'d in Love: 
We have'enough f that to make us happy. 
South. Oron. 
Io be in Love, whore Scarn i is bought with Groans : 
Coy Looks, with ' Heart-ſore Sighs: One _ Mo- 
ment's Mirth, 
With twenty watchful weary tedious Nights; 
Tf haply won, perhaps, a hapleſs Gain: 
If loſt, why then a grievous Labour won; 
However, but a Folly bought with Wit, 
Or elſe a Wit by Folly vanquiſh'd. 
©  Shakeſ. Tavo Gent. 97 Verona. 
To love like her's a Taſk too hard for you; 
Love me as ſne did! Why, each Thought ſhe had 
Of me, was ſuch might make an Angel glad: 
For Crowns, tho Emp'ror of the World were, 0 
I'd turn a Beggar, to recover her. oj 
O Madam tempt no further, all's but vain ;. 
I ner can have a Thought of Love again. Oc. Aleib. 
Love's a greater King, 
Nay, a Tyrant, a Devil, that poſſeſſes me; 
He tunes the Organs of my Voice, and ſpeaks 
Unknown to me within me;. puſhes me, 
And drives me on by Force. Dryd. Don * 
Tu E RE is no Woman's Sides | 
* 6 *bide the beating of ſo ſtrong a Paſſion 
Love does give my Heart: No Woman's Heart 
0 big to ek. much; they lack Retention; proc 
F Las!“ 
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Alas! their Love may be call'd Appetite : | | 
No Motion'of the Liver, but the Palate, 
That ſuffers Surfeit, Cloyment, and Revolt: 
But mine is all as hungry as the Sea, | 
And can digeſt as much; make no Compare 
Between that Love a Woman can bear me, | 
And that I owe Olea. Shakef. Tewelfth Night. 
WxB Ax Sacrifice of Thanks, what Age of Service; 
What Danger of more dreadful Look than Death ? 
What willing Martyrdom to crown me conſtant, 
May merit ſuch a Goodneſs, ſuch a Sweetneſs? 
A Love ſo nobly great no Power can ruin. | 
3 | Beaum. Cuſtom Country. 

Love, fair Maid, is an extream Deſire, Do 
That's not to be examin'd, but fulfill'd: 
To aſk the Reaſon why thou art in Love; 
Or, what might be the nobleſt End in Love; 
Would overthrow that kindly riſing Warmth, 
That many Times ſlides gently o'er the Heart: ä 
*Fwould make thee grave and ſtaid, thy Thoughts 

would be : 
Like a thrice-married Widow, full of Ends, 
And void of all Compaſſion; and to fright thee 
From ſuch Enquiries : Whereas thou art now, 
Living in Ignorance, mild, 'freſh, and ſweet, 

And but fixteen; the knowing what Love is, 3 
Would make thee ſix and forty. Beau. Coxcomb.. 
To what ſcurvy Things this Love converts us! 
What ſtinking Things, and how ſweetly they become us! 

Murder's a moral Virtue with theſe Lovers, 

A ſpecial Piece of Divinity I take it: 

I may be mad, or violently drunk, 

Which is a Whelp of that Litter; or I may be covetous, 
And learn to murder Mens Eſtates tbo ;: that's baſe too; 

Or proud, but that's a Paradiſe to this; 

Or envious, and fit eating of my ſelf, 

At other's Fortunes: 1 may lye, and damnably, 
Beyond the Patience of an honeſt Hearer: 


Cozen,. 


230 The BEAUTIES of 


Cozen, cut Purſes, fit the Stocks for Apples: 
But when I am a Lover, Lord have Mercy! 
Theſe are poor polting Sins, or rather Plagues. 
Love and Ambition draw the Devil's Coach. | 
Beaum. Iſland Princeſs. 
Love is a Child that talks in broken Language, 
Yet then he ſpeaks moſt plain. Dryd. Troil. and Creſſ. 
Love rais'd his noble Thoughts to brave Atchieve- 
ments: 
For Love's the Steel that ſtrikes upon the Flint, 
Gives Coldneſs Heat, exerts the hidden Flame, 
And ſpreads the Sparkles round, to warm the World. 
| | Dryd. L. Triumph. 
Love! that does all that's noble here below ! 
| Dryd. Don. Seb. 
Vr niggard Gods! you make our Lives too long; 
You fill them with Diſeaſes, Wants, and Woes; 
And only daſh em with a little Love: 
Sprinkled by Fits, and with a ſparing Hand. 
| | Dryd. Amph. 
LiFe without Love's a Load, and Time ſtands ftill : 
What we refuſe to him, to Death we give ; | 
And then, then only, when we love we live. 
Cong. Mourn. Bride. 
Love's an heroic Paſſion, which can find | 
No Room in any baſe degenerate Mind : 
Tt kindles all the Soul with Honours Fire, 
To make the Lover worthy his Deſire. 
| | Dryd. Cong. Gran. 
Love is not Sin, but where tis ſinful Love: | 
Mine is a Flame ſo holy, and fo clear, 
That the white Taper leaves no Soot behind, 
No Smoke of Luft. Did. Don. Seb. 
Lo vx gives Eſteem, and then he gives Deſert; 
He either finds Equality, or makes it: 
Like Death, he knows no Difference in Degrees, 
But plains and levels all. Dad. Mar. A.- la- modie. 


| I xnEW 
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T xx ew *'twere Madneſs to declare this Truth, A 
And yet 'twere Baſeneſs to deny my Love: 
But ſuch a Love kept at ſuch awful Diſtance, 
As what it loudly dares to tell a Rival, 
Shall fear to whiſper there! Queens may be loy'd, 
And ſo may Gods; elſe why are Altars rais'd ? 
Why ſhines the Sun, but that he may be view'd ? 
But, Oh! when he's too bright, if then we gaze, 
Tis but to weep, and cloſe our Eyes in Darkneſs. 
Dryd. Span. Friag. 
Loves various Minds does variouſly inſpire ; 
He ſtirs in gentle Natures gentle Fire, 
Like that of Incenſe on the Altars laid; 
But raging Flames tempeſtuous Souls invade: 
A Fire, which every windy Paſſion blows, 
With Pride it mounts, and with Revenge it glows. 
| 7 Dryd. Tyr. Love. 
T E Fate of Love is ſuch, 
That till it ſees too little, or too much. Dryd. Ind. Emp. 
Love is that Madneſs which all Lovers have : ; 
But yet it's ſweet and pleaſing fo to rave: 
"Tis an Enchantment where the Reaſon's bound; 
But Paradiſe is in th' enchanted Ground: 
A Palace void of Envy, Cares, and Strife, 


Where gentle Hours delude ſo much of Life; 


To take thoſe Charms away, and ſet me free, 
Is but to ſend me into Miſery : | 
And Prudence, of whoſe Care you ſo much boaſt, 


Reſtores the Pains which that ſweet Folly loſt. 


| | Dryd. Cong. Gran. 
| Mx Love's a noble Madneſs, 

Which ſhews the Cauſe deſerves it. Moderate Sorrow 

Fits vulgar Love, and for a vulgar Man: 

But I have lov'd with ſuch tranicendent Paſſion, 

I foar'd, at firft, quite out of Reaſon's View, 

And now am loſt above it. Drya. All far Love. 
In Love what Uſe of Prudence can there be? 5 

More perfect I, and yet more powerful She! 

be | | | One 


9 
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One Look of hers my Reſolution breaks, 
Reaſon it ſelf turns Folly when he ſpeaks; 
And aw'd by her, whom it was made to ſway, 
Flatters her Power, and does its own betray, 
| Dryd. State of In. 
On ! ſhe has deck'd his Ruin with her Love! 
And made Perdition pleaſing. Dryad. All for Lowe, 
WITNESss, ye Powers! 
How much I ſuffer'd, and how much I ſtrove: 
But mighty Love, who Prudence does deſpiſe 
For Reaſon, ſhew'd me Indamora's Eyes: 
What would ye more? my Crime I fadly view, 
Acknowledge, am aſham'd, and yet purſue. 
| | | Dryd. Aurem. 
Bur I muſt rouze my ſelf, and give a Stop 
To all thoſe Ills by headlong Paſſion caus'd : 
In Minds refoly'd weak Love is put to Flight, 
And only conquers when we dare not fight: 
But we indulge our Harms, and while he gains 
An Entrance, pleaſe our felves into our Pains. | 
Dryd. Sec. Love. 
Tu E idle God of Love ſupinely dreams 
Amidſt inglorious Shades and purling Streams; 
In roſy Fetters, and fantaſtic Chains, 
He binds deluded Maids, and ſimple Swains; 
With ſoft Enjoyments, wooes them to forget 
The hardy Toils, and Labour of the Great: 
But, if the warlike Trumpet's loud Alarms 
To virtuous Acts excite, and manly Arms; 
The Coward Boy avows his ahject Fear, 
On ſilken Wings ſublime he cuts the Air; ; I 
Scar'd at the noble Noiſe and Thunder of the War. 
|  Rowe's Tau. 
Away, thou feeble God, ; 
1 baniſh thee my Boſom: Hence, I ſay, 
Be gone ; or I will tear the Strings that hold thee, 
And ſtab thee in my Heart. The War's come on: 
By Heav'n, Til drowirthy laughing Deity | 
* 


wy 


Is 
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In Blood, and drive thee with my brandiſh'd Sword. 
| | | Lee's Mith. 
Yes! I will ſhake this Capid from my Arms, 
If all the Rages of the Earth can fright him ; 
Drown him in the deep Bowl of Hercules; 
Make the World drunk, and then, like /Zo/us, 
When he gave Paſſage to the ſtruggling Winds, 
"Hl ſtick my. Spear into the reeling Globe, 
Jo let it Blood; ſet Babylon in a Blaze, 
And drive this God of Flames with more conſuming Fire. 
i Lees Alex. 
Love is that Paſſion which refines the Soul; | 
Firft made Men Heroes, and thoſe Heroes Gods : 
Its genial Fires inform the ſluggiſh Maſs ; 
The Rugged ſoften, and the I im'rous warm; 
Gives Wit to Fools, and Manners to the Clown: 
The reſt of Life is an ignoble Calm; 
The Soul unmov'd by 225 inſpiring Breath, 
Like lazy Waters ſtagnates and corrupts. 8 
Hig. Gen. Cong. 
Ir enters at the Eyes, 5 
And to the Heart like ſubtil Lightning flies. 
_ Sed. Anth, and Chops 
Loves, like a Meteor, ſhews a ſhort-liv'd Blaze; 
Or treads thro various Skies a wand'ring Maze: 
Begot by Fancy, and by Fancy led; 
Here in a Moment, in a Moment fled : 
But fix'd by Obligations it will laft ; X 
For Gratitude's the Charm that binds it faſt. 
Lanſd. Few of Venice. 
O Love ! thou Bane of the moſt gen'rous Souls 
Thou doubtful Pleaſure, and thou certain Pain 
What Magic's thine that melts the hardeſt Hearts? 
That fools the wiſeſt Minds? Lanſd. Her. Lous. 
O LovER! how hard a Fate is thine! ; 
Obrain'd with Trouble, and with Pain preſerv'd ; 
Never at Reft. FR Bid. 
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Lo vx is a blind and fooliſh Paſſion: 
Pleas'd, and diſguſted with it knows not what. 
s | 85 Add. Cato. 
Wretn Love's well-tim'd, tis not a Fault to love: 
The Strong, the Brave, the Virtuous, and the Wile, 
Sink in the ſoft Captivity together. Tbid. 
On! ſhun that Paſſion, as thou would'ſt thy Bane ; 
The deadlieſt Foe to human Happineſs, | 
That poiſons all our Joys, deſtroys our Quiet. 
Love like a beauteous Field at firſt appears, 
Whole pleafing Verdor raviſhes the Sight ; 
But all within the hollow treacherous Ground, 
Is nought but Caverns of Perdition. Hig. Gen. Cong. 
SORROW and Joy in Love alternate reign; 
Sweet is the Bliſs, diſtracting is the Pain. 
. Smith. Ph. Hipp. 
Tv Love is never happy but by halves; R 
An April Sunſhine, that by Fits appears; 
It ſmiles by Moments, but it mourns by Years. 5 
| Drjd. K. Arthur. 
To Providence and Chance commit the reſt ; | 
Let us but love enough, and we are bleſt. . 
| >: Dryd. Cong. Gran. 
© Wet of our ſelves can neither Love nor hate; 
Heay'n Kill reſerves the Power to guide our Fate. 
f 3 Eth. Lowe in a Tub. 
THERE 1s a Fate in Love, as well as War: 
Some, tho' leſs careful, more ſucceſsful are. Did. 
Love's Force is ſhewn in Countries cak'd with Ice, 
Where the pale Pole-Star in the North of Heav'n 
Sits high, and on the frozy Winter broods, 
Ev'n there Love reigns: 
There the proud God diſdaining Winter's Bounds, 
O'er- leaps the Fences of eternal Snow); 
And with his Warmth ſupplies the diſtant Sun. 
Ee . Dryd. K. Arthur. 
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Love is a Subject to himſelf alone, 
And knows no other Empire than his own | 
Lanſ. Brit. Ench. 
_ Lovs is the nobleſt Frailty of the Mind. | 


Dod. Ind. Emp. 
Love is a Paſſion, | 


Which kindles Honour into noble Acts. 
| - Dryd. Rival Lad. 
O aRTLEss Love! where the Soul moves the Tongue, 
And only Nature ſpeaks what Nature thinks. x 
| Ded. K. Arthur. 
Love is the brighteſt Jewel of a Crown; | 
It fires Ambition, and adorns Renown. Lee's Soph. 
Wir Love and with Glory at once I burn; 
I feel th' inſpiring Heat, and abſent God return. 
wy Dryd. Auren. 
SMALL Hope attends my mighty Care; oy 
But of all Paſſions, Love does laſt deſpair. 
| | Dryd. Tyr. Love. 
A Love ſo pure, 
As will the Teſt of Heav'n it ſelf endure : 
A Love, which never knew a hot Deſire; 
But flam'd as harmleſs as a lambent Fire : 
A Love which pure, from Soul to Soul might paſs, _- 
As Light tranſmitted thro” a cryſtal Glaſs. Bid. 
Bur love neglected will convert to Rage. 
3 Ded. Auren. 
Wx lov'd, without tranſgreſſing Virtue's Bounds, 
We fix'd the Limits of our tendereſt Thoughts ; 
Came to the Verge of Honour, and there ftopp'd: 
We warm'd us by the Fire, but were not ſcorch'd : 
If this be Sin, Angels might love with more, 
And mingle Rays of Minds leſs pure than ours : 
Our Souls enjoy'd, but to their holy Feaſts ; | 
Bodies on both Sides were forbidden Gueſts. | 
Dryd. Lowe Triumph. 
BELIEVE me, Prince, tho' hard to conquer Love, 
"Tis eaſy to direct, and break its Force: | 
Abſence 
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Abſence might cure it, or a ſecond Miſtreſs, Fg 
Light up another Flame, or put out this. Add. Cato. 

Ir it be hopeleis Love, * e gen rous Means; 
And lay a kinder Beauty to the Wound: 
Take in a new Infection to the Heart, 
And the rank Poiſon of the old will die. Ota. Cai. Mar. 
AL1 Love may be expell'd by other Love, ; 
As Poiſons are by Poiſons. Dryd. All for Love. 
Love's an ignoble Joy below your Care: 
Glory ſhall . 4 e with Fame in War. 
Honour's the nobleſt Choice, purſue that Game; 
And recompence the Loſs of Life with Fame: 
If ſtill againſt ſuch Aids your Love prevails: | 
Yet Abſence is a Cure that ſeldom fails. Lanſ. Br. Inch. 
Axp Love once paſs'd, is at the beſt forgotten, | 
But oftner ſowrs to Fate, Dryd. Span. Fri riar. 
LeT Honour go, or ſtay, 
There's more Religion in my Love than Fame. 
Dryd. Troil. and C 
"Diver thou taſte but half the Griefs 
That wring my tortur'd Soul, thou could'f not talk thus 
coldly: | 
| 1 unpity'd, and ſucceſsleſs Love, 
t Daggers in my Heart, and aggravate 
My other Griefs. Were but my Lucia kind! 4 Cato. 
Diop'r thou but know, as I do, 
'The Pangs, the Tortures of a ſlighted Love, 
Thou would'ſt not wonder at this ſudden Change! 
For when ill treated, it turns all to Hate, 
And the then Darling of our Soul's Revenge. 
Pow. Treach. Bro. 
Fix! fie! how wayward is this fooliſh Love! 
That, like a teſty Babe, will ſcratch the Nurſe, 
And preſentl all humbl'd, kiſs the Rod? 
How churliſfly I chid Lucella hence? 
When willingly I would have had her here? 
How angerly I gs my Brow to frown, 


When 
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When inward Joy enforc'd my Heart to ſmile. | 
 Shake/. Tuo Gent. of Verona! 1 
On ! how this Spring of Love reſembleth FE il 
Th' uncerta in Glory of an April Day! 
Which now fhews all the Beauty of the Sun, 
And by-and-by a Cloud takes all away. Bid. 
Lo vx can tranſpoſe to Form and Dignity ! 
Love looks not with the Eyes, but with the Mind! - 
And therefore is wing'd Cpid painted blind: ; 
Nor hath Love's Mind of any Judgment Taſte : 
Wings, and no Eyes, Figure, unheedy Haſte : 
And therefore is Love ſaid to be a Child, 
Becauſe in Choice he often is beguil'd. 
As waggiſh Boys themſelves in Game forſwear, 
So the Boy Love is perjur'd every where. 


Shakeſ. Mid/. Night's Dream, 
LOFER ed MISTRESS 


| I cannorT bear ) 
To owe the Sweets of Love, which I have taſted, 
To the ſubmiſſive Duty of a Wife: 

I would owe nothing to a Name ſo dull, 

As Huſband is, but to a Lover all. 

| My Tenderneſs 

Surpaſſes that of Huſpands ſor their Wives: 

Ohl that you lov'd like me] then you would find 
A thouſand, thouſand Niceties in Love: 

The common Love of Sex to Sex is brutal; 

But Love refin'd will fancy to it {elf 

Millions of gentle Cares, and ſweet Diſquiets. 

The being happy is not half the Joy; 

The Manner of the Happineſs is all! 

In me, my charming Miſtreſs, you behold 

A Lover, that diſdains a lawful Title; 

Such as of Monarchs to ſucceſſive Thrones : 

The generous Lover holds by Force of Arms, | 
And claims his Crown by Conqueſt. | 
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The very Name of Wife and Marriage 
Is Poiſon to the deareſt Sweets of Love: 
To pleaſe my Niceneſs, you muſt ſeparate 
The Lover from his mortal Foe, the Huſband : 
Giye te the yawning Huſband your cold Virtue: 
But all your vigorous Warmth, your melting Sighs, 
Your am'rous Murmurs be your Lover's Part. 
: a Dryd. Amphit. 
In her, who to a Huſband is fo kind, 
What Raptures might a Lover hope to find? 
| Rach. Val 


The End of the firſt Volume: 


Some BOOKS of Entertainment, lately printed 
« for Cx SAR WaRD and RIO HARD 
CAN DLE R, at the Ship, without Tem- 
ple Bar London; and fold at their Shops in 
York and Scarborough. | 


ES Amuſemens de Spa, or the Gallantries of Spa 
in Germany: Giving an account of the Nature 
and Quality of the Waters and Amuſements of the Place, 
intermix'd with ſeveral very entertaining Hiſtories of the 
Company reſorting thither ; tranſlated from the French 
by the reverend Mr. Hans De Veil, Uſher of Felſtead 
School in E. In two pocket Volumes, Price 5 s. 
The Chriſtian Tark, or, the inſtructive and entertain- ( 
ing Adventures of Prince Fakaya, Son to Mahomet III. 23 
Emperor of the Turks: Who loſt his Succeſſion to the Or- | 
toman F,mpire, by being privately bred up in the Chri- 
ſtian Religion. The whole intermix'd with ſeveral de- 
ligthful Hiſtories, of the moſt illuſtrious Perſonages, and 
containing the greateſt Variety of Events ever yet pub- 
liſhed. In two Volumes 12. Price 4 s. The Second 
Edition. Tranſlated from the Original French. 5 
The Vocal Miſcellany : a Collection of above $00 cel 
brated Songs, many of which were never before printed ; 
with the Names of the Tunes prefixed to each Song, in 
two Pocket Volumes. Price Six Shilling. | 

N. B. Either Volume may be had alone, Price three 
Shillings. 

A General Dictionary, Hiſtorical and Critical, in which 
a new and accurate Tranſlation of that of the celebrated 
Mr. Bayle, with the Corrections and Obſervations printed 
in the late Edition at Paris, will be included, and inter- 
ſpers'd with ſeveral thouſand Lives, never before pub- 
liſh'd. The whole containing the Hiſtory of the moſt 
ILuſtrious Perſors of all Ages and Nations; particularly 
thoſe of Great-Britain and Ireland, diſtinguiſned by their 

Rank, 
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Rank, Actions, Learning, and other Accompliſhments, 
With Reflections on thoſe Paſſages of Mr. Bayle, which 
ſeem to favour Scep#iciſm and the Manichee Syſtem. By 
the reverend Mr, Barzard, the Rev. Mr. Birch, F. R. S. 
Mr. John Lockman, and other Hands ; and the Articles 
relating to Oriental Hiſtory by Mr. George Sale, Editor of 
the late Edition of the Alcoran. | | | 
N. B. This Work is publiſhed Monthly at 3 s. per Num- 
Ber, containing 20 Sheets each. Four Volumes in Folio are 
already finiſb d, and the Remainder will be publiſhed in the . 
ame Manner, till the whole is compleated. 
 »- Propoſals for the ſaid Work, with a Specimen annex'd, 
may be had gratis. . 
A Voyage to Guinea, Braſil, and the West- Indies, in 
His Majeſty's Ships the Swallow and Weymouth. Deſ- 
cribing the ſeveral Iſlands and Settlements, Madeira, the 
Canaries, Cape de Verde, Sierraleon, Sefthos, Cape Apol- 
fonia, Cabo Corſe, and others on the Guinea Coaſt ; Bar- 
badoes, Famaica, &c. in the Wt-Indics. The Colour, 
Diet, Languages, Habits, Manners, Cuſtoms and Reli- 
gions of the reſpective Natives, and Inhabitants. With 
Remarks on the Gold, Ivory, and Slave- Trade; and on 
the Winds, Tides and Currents of the ſeveral Coaſts. By 
Feba Atkins, Surgeon in the Royal Nawy. 


Illi Robur. & As triplex 
Circa Pectus erat, qui fragilem truci 
Commifit Pelago Ratem 
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A Practical Grammar of the Englih Tongue: Or, A 
Rational and eaſy Introduction to ſpeaking and writing 
Engliſb correctly and properly. Peculiarly adapted to the 
Nature and Genius of the Language, and free from the 
hard and unneceſſary Terms of the Latin Rudiments. 
By William Loughton, Schoolmaiter at Kenſington. Price 
15. 6 d. or 15. a Dozen, for the Uſe of Schools. 


